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The Court and Jim Crow
In overthrowing the mealymouthed doctrine of "separate
but equal" educational facilities
for negroes, the Supreme Court
has struck at the very heart of
• the ugly problem of racial inequality. For four generations,
the argument against allowing
negroes the full enjoyment of
the rights of citizens has rested
upon the contention that the
negro was intrinsically inferior
' to the white man. In support of
this contention, figures were produced to show that the negro
was inferior in education, that he
had made few contributions to
our national culture, that his
~ living conditions were generally
substandard, and that he lacked
initiative. The figures as such
were usually accurate enough.

THE

EDITORS

What the figures did not tell
was why the negro was all of
these things.
A major part of the answer
was simply that the negro had
been denied the opportunity to
rise. But it is undeniable that,
particularly in one large section
of our country, that opportunity
had been effectively denied him.
His separate schools were a long
way from being equal to the
white schools. The very fact that
they were separate was, as the
court noted, an evidence of inferiority. For certainly no one
supposed that the negro was
being permitted to attend separate schools because of his intellectual superiority.
What is particularly pleasing
about the court decision is that
there is none of that hesitant
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"no, but" business about it.
Unanimously, the judges have
handed down a decision which
is absolutely clear, absolutely unqualified, and absolutely final.
No matter how much Hummon
Talmadge may scream, no matter how cleverly Jimmy Byrnes
may try to side-step the problem,
the South is going to have to
quit stalling and start treating
its colored citizens like citizens.
Rather, we should say that the
leadership of some of the Southern states will have to quit stalling, for it is our impression that
the people of the South have a
sounder attitude toward the
whole problem of racial adjustment than have their leaders.
The decision of the court is
a landmark in our history. Anational disgrace which has long
made all of our statements about
democracy and the dignity of
man sound hypocritical has at
last been clearly and unequivocally branded as a violation of
the Constitution. All that now remains to be seen is whether the
elected leadership of the South
will respect their official oaths to
govern according to the Constitution and laws of the United
States.
This does, of course, magnify
the problem of the white supremist who more and more
finds himself compelled to as-

sociate with negroes. Perhaps,
ultimately, the only way he will
find of avoiding them will be to
join a church.
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St. Lawrence Seaway
While the Supreme Court, m
its own way, was making a
memorable contribution to the
national welfare, Congress and
the President were making a
lasting contribution of perhaps
equal importance in setting up
the machinery for this country's
participation in the building of
the Saint Lawrence Seaway.
The eventual building of such
a seaway was as inevitable,
humanly speaking, as was the
eventual overthrow of the doctrine of "separate but equal facilities". But against the Seaway
also there was arrayed the whole
crowd of immediatists who find
it impossible to think or plan
beyond the momentary present.
Our delight in the passage of
the Seaway legislation is dimmed
only by the regret that we feel in
having had to be forced to the
decision-as we were, of COl'Tse,
by the decision of the Canadian
government to proceed with its
build on its own if we continued to hold back.
Other writers have commented
on the almost unforeseeable economic future which the Seaway
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, - promises to our Great Lakes.
The dimensions of that future
.. are limited only by our capacity
to imagine and to dare. But
promising as that future is, the
psychological effects of opening
-. up the ports of the Great Lakes
states to the shipping of many
lands may prove, in the long
run, to be our richest return on
our investment.
To a very considerable extent,
the isolationism of the Middle
West is explainable as a product
• of its physical isolation from the
rest of the world-the same sort
of isolation which, in aggravated
form, makes the Russians so
mistrustful of outsiders. Cut off
from the rest of the world, and
fed a regular diet of hate-filled
cartoons by the World's Great• est Newspaper, the average Midwesterner whom all of us know as
an otherwise likeable and warmhearted person is inclined to ascribe all of the ills of the world
• to clever British diplomats or to
decadent French politicians as
the average Russian seems to be
to ascribe those same ills to
filthy capitalist imperialists.
The Seaway will, in a sense,
• transform the Middle West into
an island. Her people will see
.., the flags and the shipping of
many lands and, more important, the flesh-and-blood people
who sail those ships and salute
4
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those flags. It will not happen
immediately, but in time the
Midwesterner's horizon will expand and he will see that his
own pleasant corner of the
world is, after all, only a part of
the world. And the cartoons
won't be able to scare him any
more.

For Whom?
The sort of mentality which
we may hope that the seaway
will transform is most clearly
represented by this "For America" group which was recently
organized and which numbers
among its leaders Col. Robert
R . McCormick · and Clarence
Manion and among its members
as motley a crew of 19th-century
pike-diggers as could be conveniently assembled under any
one banner.
For America. What does it
mean to be for America? Can
one, in a world of jet aircraft
and regional weapons, be for
America unless he is first of all
for mankind? Can the United
States of America continue to
exist, as we have known it, if the
world within which she became
what she is becomes something
radically different? Or did the
United States of America become what she has become within a total world setting?

4

THE CRESSET

Can one be "for America" if
he hates or fears or condemns
the friendly nations who, in
spite of the greater danger inherent in their greater nearness
to the source of our present
danger, have yet chosen to stand
with us and against our common
enemy? Or does being "for
America" necessarily imply that
one is also for America's
friends?
And even if it were possible
to be "for America" without
caring for the welfare of the rest
of mankind, could one normally
justify such an attitude? Or does
one have to accept as a moral
principle the fact that nations,
as well as individuals, are their
brothers' keepers?
The attitude which underlies
the establishment of such a
group as this is essentially and
radically wicked. Even the defense of ignorance can not be
raised in mitigation of this
judgment for the men who have
assumed the leadership of this
movement are men who could
have known better and, therefore, are morally responsible for
having known better. What
chiefly impresses one as he goes
down the list of the Big Names
on the roster of "For America"
is that · we have, here, a list of
bitter men with a truly remarkable capacity for hatred. They

hated Roosevelt, they hated Truman, they h a t e Eisenhower.
They hate fellow Americans who
happen to live in the wrong section of the country, they hate
fellow Americans who had the
misfortune of going beyond the
A.B. degree, they hate fellow
Americans who suffer from the
congenital defect of having been
born outside the continental
boundaries of the United States.
The group is small and its influence is not likely to count for
much. But small or large, it is a
manifestation of the sort of virulent egocentrism which, as it infects all of us in greater or lesser
degree, poisons the mind of man
against his fellow man and
turns the hand of each of us
against his brother.
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What's In a Name?
We are being urged now to
quit calling youngsters who get
into trouble "delinquents". The •
term supposedly has an opprobrious connotation an d the theory seems to be that a
schnook is reluctant to mend his
ways if everybody goes about
calling him a schnook.
As we recall it, the term "delinquent" was, itself, brought '
into circulation by tender-hearted
folk who thought that one step
toward the reforming of incor-
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rigibles would be to quit calling them incorrigibles. Apparently it didn't work. And the
reason is not hard to find. Words
are, after all, mere symbols of
reality. If we drop the word "delinquent" and start calling these
young hoodlums "angels", it will
not be long before "angel" also
will have an opprobrious connotation and then we will have to
find still another term.
In other words, the reality
that we have to deal with is an
element in our population which
refuses to conform to law and to
standards of acceptable conduct.
Call these people whatever you
will, they are there. And something has got to be done about
them.
One thing that has to be done
is a clear job of definition. It is
in the nature of young people to
click their heels and occasionally
kick over the traces. Hardly a
one of us above the age of
twenty can honestly say that he
did not, in his youth, pull some .
trick or get into some sort of
scrape which, at least in the
technical sense, entitled him to
a little time in pokey. There is a
disposition among many of us to
denounce every manifestation of
mere youth as a form of juvenile
delinquency.
A second job that has to be
done is a job of honest evalua-

1954

5

tion of our young people. The
squeaky wheel gets the oil and
the trouble-making young person gets the attention. The fact
seems to be that the great mass of
our young people are as sound as
they ever were and many of them
display a maturity and sense of
balance which their elders might
both envy and emulate. Nor is
this any mean accomplishment
when one stops to think what
the immediate future holds for
most of our young people. Not
all of them can hope for the loving intervention of a United
States Senator in the years immediately ahead.
And the third job that has to
be done, we respectfully suggest,
is a job of clearly separating
the sheep from the goats. The
criminal mind, with all of its
attitudes and manifestations, is
not restricted to any one age
group. Police officials become
justly disgusted when, after risking their lives to apprehend a
gang of young toughs, they have
to stand off a whole army of professional bleeding-h e a r t s who
just can't believe that the "poor,
dear little boys actually meant
to use that naughty old gun".
But enough good cops have been
shot by now that we may take it
as a confirmed principle that a
sixteen-year-old tough is just as
likely to shoot as is a forty-year-
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old tough. And if anybody tries
to tell us that the sixteen-yearold doesn't really know what he
is doing, we will tell him that it
must have been some time since
he actually met and talked to a
sixteen-year-old.
This puts us squarely among
the "reactionaries" who are alleged to be plotting the restoration of the whipping post and
the workhouses for incorrigible
boys, perhaps. We are not prepared to go quite so far as to
champion the restoration of
these frightful controls, but we
are willing to consider them if it
turns out that they are necessary
for public order. The specifics
do not, at the moment, interest
us. It is the principle that we
would like to see established.
And that principle is simply the
control and punishment of
crime, no matter what the age of
the criminal and no matter what
sad stories he may have to tell
about his unhappy past. We can
cry as easily as the next person
but somehow we always feel sorrier for the victim of a crime
than we do for its perpetrator.
~

The Ugliest Crime
One of the most heinous of all
crimes, and one which is most
severely punished in most societies, is rape. The crime allows

little place for pity, for it is committed violently by the stronger
upon the weaker and it leaves a
sense of shame and outrage
which lasts a lifetime.
Unfortunately also, it is often
a very difficult crime to prove. ~·
Courts are properly reluctant to
convict in cases where the vic- ~
tim was quite obviously playing
with fire and happened to get
burned. Nor are the courts unaware of the fact that accusations
of rape have at times hinted at
blackmail. The carefully-staged
outrage has put more than one
naive sucker in a very awkward
situation.
But after one has ruled out
these obvious or suspected cases
of mock indignation, there re- .
main clear and undeniable cases
of criminal assault. The inci- ,..
dence of such cases has increased
alarmingly in the past few years,
to the point where city parks are
no longer safe for women after
dark and, in some neighbor- "
hoods, even the streets are not
safe. Nor do age or physical condition offer any safety against
a t t a c k. Grandmothers and
women in the last month of
pregnancy have been victims in
the course of the past six months
in one of our large cities.
The crime, in its very nature,
is one which most of us are reluctant even to mention in pub-
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lie. And so the criminal gains a
measure of security from the
knowledge that he and his
crime will be "swept under the
rug", out of sight. If his victim
prosecutes (and many do not because of shame), the state's attorney will probably let him off
lightly rather than spend time
on distasteful proceedings, and
public opinion is not likely to
get so aroused as to demand any
more concrete action.
And so the crime rate soars.
Lives are shattered, the family
invaded, our c1t1es disgraced.
Nor does anyone seem unduly
alarmed by these signs of the
disintegration of a society. And
yet these are the signs of such a
disintegration, for the soundness
of a society must be measured by
the security of its weakest members-its women and children,
its aged and infirm, its poor and
defenseless ones.
Federal law prescribes the
death penalty for rape. The
penalty does not seem to us to
be too stringent, in view of the
nature of the crime, and we
think that it might be recommended for the consideration of
the various states. Unless, of
course, one can suggest some
reason why a rapist should be
considered entitled to continue
to live in a society which he has
done his best to destroy.

1954
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Provocation
Before we can legitimately
adopt too firm an attitude over
against the sex criimnal, we
must first, of course, remove that
total atmosphere of provocation
within which he moves and to
which all of us are almost constantly exposed.
Probably no other country on
earth is as single-mindedly absorbed in sex, and in its symbol
in the female form, as is our
country. No occasion is complete
without its queen, no product
reaches the market without the
endorsement of some votary of
the fertility goddess. A low-cut
gown presumably attaches mystic
significance to the newest-model
car, and a playsuit sub t 1 y
promises joyous dalliance to the
user of XYZ dentifrice .
This worship of the female is,
we suspect, the reverse face of
our national c on t e m p t of
women. The real significance of
cheesecake "art" is that it reveals an attitude of condescension, at best, and of contempt, at
worst, toward women. It makes
women little more than an attractive sort of animal, a pet
kept for decorative purposes.
And it is an acknowledged
tragedy in our society that the
woman who has ceased to be
decorative soon becomes a truly
pitiable creature. Perhaps that is

8

THE CRESSET

why American women dread,
more than any other women in
the world, the very thought of
growing old.
We have no illusions that anything we might say will make
any impact upon a cultural pattern which has become so rigidified that it can not break loose
from the stereotypes which it has
established. And yet the criticism
ought to be spoken. Man, and
woman, was created in the image
of God. The human body was
not meant to become an object
of worship. Sex was created to
soften the loneliness of man and
to continue human life. It was
not meant to occupy the whole
of man's thoughts. Sexual desire
was created strong enough to fulfill all of its proper functions
and was not meant to be deliberately inflamed.
We would therefore suggest
that the newspapers which wax
so piously indignant in their
editorial columns at the latest
sex crime take a close, long look
at their rotogravure sections and
comic pages and even their socalled news columns. We suggest
that those cheap, dirty little
magazines that pride themselves
on the exposure of crime take a
good look at their covers. And we
suggest that all of us take a
closer look at the world around
us and see whether there may

not be in it a sufficient variety '" ·
of interesting sights and ideas to
provide us with a better-balanced
diet of interests than we seem to
have now.
~

Reds in Guatemala?
Among the innumerable dis- '"
services which the professional ~-o
Red-hunters have done us is that
of numbing us to cries of Communist threats. By their indis- _
criminate lumping of liberals,
non-conformists, labor leaders, 4
college professors, and healthfaddists under the heading of
"Reds", they have cried Wolf so
often that most Americans no
longer react to the cry at all.
And so it becomes difficult to
arouse our people even to a real
and immediate danger.

.-l

We have now, for instance, a
difficult situation in Guatemala.
But the American people do not
appear to be greatly concerned
about it and one reason why they •
are not, we suspect, is that they •
are not sure wether the Guatemalan government is actually
being taken over by honest-togoodness Red type Communists
or whether this may not be another false alarm raised by the
professional Wolf-criers.
Such evidence as we can get
from reliable and objective
sources seems to indicate that

jULY

the government of Guatemala is
so strongly influenced by that
., nation's Communist leaders as to
be, for all practical purposes,
the prisoners of the Communist
~
party. If that is true, the nations
. ..., of the Western hemisphere are
entitled to feel that this represents a clear and immediate
threat to their security and to
their established systems of government. Our country, in concert with the other countries of
the hemisphere, ought, therefore,
to take whatever effective action
is necessary to localize the threat
and, if possible, to remove it.
But we must, at all costs, refrain from taking any action
which would give even the appearance of a return to our
cavalier policies and practises of
., the past. Understandably, in
view of our past behavior, there
are Latin Americans who consider the danger of Yankee imperialism an even greater threat
" than the threat of Communist
infiltration or conquest. A false
step, an unwise word in this
Guatemalan situation c o u I d
undo much of the constructive
work of the past quarter-century
... in the field of hemispheric relations and play right into the
hands of those who, whether for
ideological or other reasons,
hate the United States. We must
be particularly careful that, in

9
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gathering support against the
Left, we do not strengthen the
hands of the tyrants of the
Right. That will require a great
deal of caution and our most
skillful diplomacy.
~

Dr. Oppenheimer
Dr. Robert J. Oppenheimer
is, according to the findings of a
special political chastity commission, undoubtedly loyal to the
United States of America. He is
also discreet. But he is not to be
permitted access any longer to
atomic or hydrogen secrets.
"'Twas brillig, and the slithy
toves
Did gyre and gimble in the
wabe.
All mimsy were the borogoves
And the mome raths outgrabe".
~

The Hate Merchant
We believe that it has become impossible for honest men
to refuse to take a stand clearly
and unequivocally on the behavior of Senator Joseph R. McCarthy. We think the stand
must be taken even at the risk
of exposing oneself to the Senator's reckless and conscienceless
accusations. For the meaning of
Senator McCarthy, the man and
his methods, is no more a merely

10
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political matter in our day than
was Hitler, the man and his
methods, a merely political matter in the Germany of twenty
years ago.
Senator McCarthy has chosen
the role of Ishmael, his hand
against every man and every
man's hand against him. If -it
were in his power to do so, he
would turn this land which has
long been the symbol of hope
and freedom into one vast
jungle of hunters and the
hunted. There is no evidence to
suggest that the Senator has a
conscience.
But it would be a mistake to
suppose that it is only the man
McCarthy who stands accused of
outlawry. It is the United States
Senate that is on trial. The rules
of the Senate have allowed the
sort of star-chamber proceedings
which the Senator has used so
well to carry out his evil inquisition. The members of the
Senate, empowered by the Constitution to rid their membership of such a man, have failed
to do so. Individual Senators,
carrying the tradition of sena-

torial courtesy to absurd lengths,
have extended to an outlaw the
privileges which were designed
to further the work of responsible legislators.
It is still within the power of
the Senate to rid itself of a man
who would destroy representative government, including the
Senate itself, before it is too late.
If the Senate fails to act, it will
accept the same responsibility
for whatever McCarthy may
eventually bring upon our country that the German Reichstag
tacitly accepted for the Hitler
regime.
Hitler, too, it must be remembered, came to power through
parliamentary institutions and
on a pledge to destroy communism. The phenomenon of McCarthy is not new. It is new only
in our history. It is not a
phenomenon to be taken lightly
or to be dealt with by temporization. It is an evil to be destroyed- swiftly, thoroughly, and
finally. The Senate has the
power to do it. The Senate has
the moral obligation to do it.

.
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If you are planning on taking
a trip of any distance this summer, chances are somewhere
• along the line you will be using
the services of a professional
guide. Ordinarily, it is more fun
to get along without a guide,
but there are times when a
guide is indispensable. This is
particularly true when the place
you're visiting is too complex to
understand with a guide book
alone, or when time is short.
How much you enjoy your guided tour often depends less on
the objects you're viewing than
" on the skill and personality of
the guide. You'll note that I've
mentioned professional guides
only. It is advisable, when possible, to avoid a guided tour with
a friend who, because of civic
~ pride and out of kindness to you,
takes you on an involved trip of
... his city. These tours usually include a visit to every school
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building in town. But I have an
a d m i r a t i o n for professional
guides also because my own experience as an amateur guide
was such an unsuccessful one.
I am not sure what it takes to
make an outstanding guide.
When I stop to think of those
guides whom I would class as excellent, I find they were good for
very different reasons. In Rome,
our guide through the Vatican
was not a guide at all, though it
it was apparent he had acted as
such before. Several of us were
attempting to understand St.
Peter's through the use of a
guide book when a priest walked
up and, in perfect English,
asked if he could be of help. He
could be and he was. He spent
hours taking us around. His
knowledge was unusually complete and his information was
presented not in the dry, factual
tone effected by most guides, but

12

THE CRESSET

and that was better than all of
the information he d i d n ' t
furnish.
Our time was short in Panama
when we took a guided tour of
j
Colon and Cristobal, so we made
1
it a night tour. The moon was ,... 1
full, and there are many advantages to seeing the Panama ,.
area by moonlight. Again, our
Another guide who classed guide was not cut from the usual
himself as such, but who would pattern. He drove us around in
hardly meet the requirements a horse-drawn, opened landau,
normally set up for the job, was carefully avoiding the usual
excellent in his own way. He points of interest. He didn't show •
was our guide on the Isle of us the Canal or any of the many
Capri. He was a native of Capri marks left on these citie_s by
and he fairly exuded the atmos- several different civilizations. We
phere of that charming island. kept to the drives near the sea
He was delightfully at home as and, as he drove, the guide
he rowed us around in the re- talked softly of Panama's romanflected brilliance of the Blue tic past, of the pirates and of the
Grotto, and he was entertaining many fascinating characters who ._
and informative as he drove us had at one time inhabited this
in an open car around the c r o s s r o a d s of Spain's New
treacherous curves to the top of World. That was one of the
the mountain, driving casually most memorable guided tours
and simultaneously discussing I've ever taken, but whether it ~
the virtues of the local wines. was the guide or the combinaBut he knew almost nothing tion of the moon, the mode of "
about the historical landmarks transportation, and the wonderon the island. He would have ig- ful fragrance of jungle vegetanored completely the ruins of tion, I just don't know.
One of the best domestic ;Tiberius' villas if we hadn't
asked to see them, and, when guides I've encountered was the
we were tramping around the lady who took us on a conducted ~
ruins, he offered no information. tour of the Capitol building in
Yet he had the facility of making Washington last year. It was my
one feel the spirit of the island third conducted tour of the Cap-

in a manner that indicated there
was a broad knowledge underlying his facts. It turned out that
he was on the staff of the Secretariat of State at the Vatican. He
was a professional guide in the
true sense, but, since he did not
charge for his services, he could
hardly qualify for the Guide's
Union, if there is such a thing.
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itol in a five-year period, but it
was by far the best. This lady
guide was from the South and
her accent was heavy though
pleasant. I don't suppose she
said anything different from
what the other two guides had
said, but she knew how to take
the dryness out of her facts, how
to bring immediacy to history.
And she had a sense of humor
that tempered her unreconstructed Rebel opinions. At the end of
the tour, as we stood in a tight
group around her, she said, "I
have shown you just about everything in the Capitol, except one
thing-the door." We looked as
she pointed and, sure enough,
right behind us was a door to the
outside. I'll always remember
that as a perfect exit speech.
These guides had very little in
common, yet each was excellent
in his own way. Because of this
disparity, I am inclined to believe that a good guide is born
and not made. The experiences
of a friend of mine back up that
opinion. This friend spent his
summers serving as a guide for
a tour service in Chicago. He
would be in charge of a group
of from 25 to 50 people from the
time they left Chicago until the
time they returned a week lated.
As a rule, he was assigned the
New York City tour and he soon
knew all the information neces-
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sary on that city and on all the
tourist stops between Chicago
and the East. One summer, because of the illness of another
guide, he was asked to conduct
a tour to and through Washington, D.C., a city he had never
visited. He got along all right
on the way there, but then he
faced three days of explaining
all the sights of the city. Along
the way he had studied surreptitiously several guide and picture
books so that he could recognize
the exteriors of the various
buildings, but he spent no time
brushing up on what the buildings contained.
When it was necessary to tour
the inside of a building, he
would hurry from the bus and
have a good lead on the pack.
By the time the group gathered
around the first point of interest,
he had had time to read the
card or plaque attached to the
object. He would recite this information to his charges m an
authoritative tone. While the
group viewed what they had just
heard about, my friend would
hurry to the next point of interest and follow the same procedure. Apparently he never lost
his head or gave out any ridicuously false information, for, he
reported, upon their return to
Chicago, many members of the
group had complimented him
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on being a very interesting and
informative guide.
If my supposition is correct,
that the best guides are born
that way, then I know I was not
born to be a good guide. In my
friend's place, I probably would
not have found any of the right
buildings, and, if I had, I would
have been speechless under such
pressure. Or so an incident in
my past would indicate.
My sole experience as a guide
was not a happy one. It occurred
a number of years ago, during
World War II in fact, when our
ship was operating in North
African waters. Our home port
was Oran, Algeria, but we always
tied up three miles away in
Mers-el-Kebir, an ideal anchorage as the pirates who used it
for centuries could tell you.
Oran is a beautiful city when
viewed from the sea. Close up it
is less beautiful, more odorous,
but still interesting. It is situated
on a fairly steep slope, the foothills of the Atlas Mountains.
This slope curves to the East and
to the West, so that the city sits
in what appears to be the cross
section of a cup. One advantage
of this site is that everyone in
the city has a view of the Gulf of
Oran directly below and of the
Mediterannean beyond.
The city is interesting because
of its hilly streets, its French and

Arabian residents, and its architecture which gives evidence of
French, Spanish, or Moorish influence. But to sailors on liberty,
the city hadn't much to offer in
the way of points of interest. Our
Chaplain had found one place,
however, that most of the men
enjoyed visiting. That was the
citadel situated at the west side
of the city on a mountain that
rose 1900 feet from the sea. The
citadel had an interesting history
that made it worth visiting, and,
besides, the view from up there
was superb.
A road led to the citadel at the
top and the Chaplain had driven
many groups up there on sightseeing tours. One day he had
had enough of that trip and he
asked me if I'd mind taking a
group. Since I hadn't as yet made
the trip, I agreed to take charge
of the party and to serve as
guide. His directions were vague.
The ship's truck would take us
as far as Oran, but then it was
needed for other work, so we
were to get a truck and driver
from the Red Cross. Since that
driver presumably would know
how to reach the citadel, the
Chaplain saw no reason for giving me any explicit instructions.
In the hour before we started, I
tried to get some information on
this imposing structure. All I
could find was that it had been
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built around 400 years ago by
the Spaniards. The men from the
ship who had visited the place
offered little more than that
some interesting torture instruments were on display there.
The ten men who had signed
up for the tour and I started out
on that warm October day
dressed in our blue uniforms.
The Navy, going by the calendar
instead of the climate, had decreed that blues were the uniform of the day. We found the
Red Cross headquarters in the
Rue Philippe across from the
Grand Mosque. That was no feat
since we had all been there before. The Red Cross furnished
the truck and the -driver without
delay and we were off. I asked
the driver if he had made the
trip to the citadel before and
he said that he hadn't, but that
there was nothing to it, since the
building was visible from any
point in the city. It was just a
case of heading upward. I was
riding in the cab while the ten
men rode warmly, but happily
and trustingly in the truck bed.
As we started up the mountain,
we noticed several roads branching off the road we were on.
I suggested to the driver that
perhaps one of these might be
the one we wanted. He, however,
was sure he was on the right road
and could get us exactly where
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we were going. In my experience,
the drivers of military vehicles
are a very positive lot. I have
never heard one admit he did
not know where he was at the
moment or how to get where he
was going. But my experience
had always been favorable, and
we had always gotten there, so I
said nothing further.
We wound up around the
mountain for several miles, occasionally getting a view of the
citadel high above us. By that
time, I, too, was sure we were
on the right road. We had gotten up to around 1200 feet when
we swept around a curve and
were stopped by a fence. There
the road ended, but the fortress
was still hundreds of feet above
this point. I hadn't heard any
of the previous visitors to this
place say anything about climbing and I mentioned this to the
driver. He announced that he
was sure this was the right road
so climbing must be involved. I
decided immediately to speak
just as dogmatically when I confronted the party in back.
I made the announcement
that we would now get out and
climb and the men got out of the
truck rather reluctantly. They
thought the prospect of a climb
a bleak one indeed. Significantly,
the driver remained behind, but
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we started up the steep slope,
groping for hand and foot holds
much of the way. We stopped
frequently to rest and to wipe off
the perspiration. The view below
us was breath-taking, but so was
the climb and, as a result, we
didn't appreciate the view. The
slope seemed endless and several
times we almost gave it up, but
we were always induced to go on
by the sight of the top of the
fortress . We must have climbed
for more than a half hour. As
we neared the top, we remarked
that we didn't think much of the
fortress as a place for defence, because an attack force could be
grouped in this area of the
mountain without being seen.
About that time we reached
the top and discovered immediately that the Spaniards had
considered the possibility of an
attack from that direction. What
we faced was the sheer back wall
of the citadel. Between us and
the fortress was a gulf about 75
feet deep and 50 feet wide that
served as a moat. The fortress
was tantalizingly near but completely inaccessible. Ten pairs of
accusing eyes focused on me. My
first action was to give a hollow
laugh that echoed mockingly off
the wall across the gulf. I was
laughing alone. No one else in
the perspiring group around me
found anything humorous in our

situation and, frankly, neither
did I. I announced, feebly and
obviously, that there surely must
be another road leading directly
to the citadel. We started down
the slope to the truck which
looked no larger than a toy far
below us. The descent was as
difficult and as hot as the ascent
had been, and it was much
quieter. The men spoke very
little to each other, and absolutely no one spoke to me. By
the time we reached the truck
we had perspired through our
uniforms and they clung clammily to our backs. We found the
driver sitting calm and cool in
the shade of the only tree on the
mountain side. He was not in the
least concerned that we had had
a rugged climb for nothing. We
started back and took the first
road branching off. It ended,
after a short drive, at the front
gate of the citadel. As a fortress,
this one was not too spectacular
and it didn't take us long to visit
the few rooms that it contained.
I didn't serve as guide since the
group seemed to prefer to go off
on its own. It was just as well
since I had long forgotten the
patter I had figured out in advance and had intended using on
this occasion. When we were all
viewing the torture instruments,
I caught several men glancing expressivley from those instru-
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ments to me, but I didn't ask
them what they were thinking.
The view from the front of
the citadel was magnificent
though we didn't enjoy it as
much as we might have at a different time. Directly below was
the Gulf of Oran with its waters
of varying shades of blue. The
Mediterranean, on our left,
spread to the horizon.
Little
boats dotted the surface. The city
of Oran rose on three tiers in a
semi-circle to our right, its light
colored buildings blending beautifully. I tentatively identified
several of the buildings below us
for the men, but they didn't
seem too enthusiastic so I gave it
up. Eventually we got back in
the truck and returned to our
ship.
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Back aboard, the Chaplain
asked me why our return was
later than anticipated. I reported we had gotten on to a road
that was not quite the right one,
and so we had been delayed. He
didn't comment. After about ten
days, the men in that party were
again speaking to me.
Much
later we were even able to laugh
about the incident, though not
too heartily. For some reason I
was never again asked to serve
as a guide.
I think you can
understand why I have such respect and admiration for a really
competent guide. I am always
aware of what could happen to
them but doesn't.

SHEEP

.,

Although we call them stupid things,
Their bleating through a great Book rings;
And ancientry knew shepherd-kings .
While tending sheep, men saw in birth
A star that still illumines earth;
And sometimes heaven, in a mood
Shadowed by tendency to brood
Within a circle cloudy-hued,
Whimsically and gently mocks,
With reverent touch, soft homing flocks.
-LORI PETRI
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What Linguistics Teaches Us
By

A.

RICHARD

The science of linguistics is a
science with which the general
public is not well acquainted,
but which is having and will
continue to have a great influence in the teaching of
languages, in the writing of dictionaries and in the translation
of the Bible. The science is not
yet one hundred and fifty years
old, and is in a very early stage
of its development.

NARVAEZ

Historical and
Descriptive Linguistics
Linguists speak of two kinds
of linguistic investigation: historical and descriptive. Historical linguistics deals with the history of words and languages. Descriptive linguistics deals with
the study of linguistic data at
any particular time and place.
An example of descriptive linguistics would be a study of Puerto Rican Spanish in 1954, a
study which would show the influence of American English, differences in pronunciation and
usage among social classes, new
words, etc.

Linguistic science owes much
of its development to the Indian
scholar Panini, who wrote a descriptive grammar of Sanskrit
sometime between 350 and 250
B. C. No other language has ever
been so thoroughly described.
When this grammar became
known to European scholars in
the latter part of the eighteenth
century and the beginning of
the nineteenth, interest rose in
the c o m p a r a t i v e study of
languages.

Language Rules
Linguists are interested in
what people say, not in what
some one thinks they should say.
Studies have shown, for example,
that contrary to the will-shall in£ o r m a t i o n . found in many
18
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E n g 1 i s h handbooks, educated
Americans seldom use shall (used
usually in questions). They use
will for all persons to express
an emphatic future and a sandhi
(shortened) form for simple futurity, e. g. I'll.
English has no future tense.
English can express future time
in many ways (I am going to
sing; I'll sing; I am to sing;
etc.) Will does not always refer
to future time. It refers to the
present in a sentence like this
one: Will you come here?
(Meaning: Are you willing to
come here?)
Languages have favorite types
of sentences. A favorite type of
English sentence is one that ends
in
a preposition.
i
Many a speaker of English has
asked himself whether he should
say, It's me or It's I. He reminds
himself that he was taught that
the verb be does not take an ob• ject and may reason therefore
that It's me is incorrect.
The information on will-shall,
on the position of the preposition in a sentence, and on the
verb be not taking an object is
based on Latin grammar. English was placed into a Latin
straitjacket by eighteenth century grammarians and the misinformation they propagated is
still being taught in our schools.
Educated speakers of the

'
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languages have said It's me and
It's I interchangeably for centuries and have ended their
sentences with prepositions. English has to be studied, analyzed
and described on the basis of its
own rules and exceptions. You
can not impose the irregularities
or regularities of one language,
be it Latin, Sanskrit or Chinese,
on another.

Standard and
Sub-standard Dialects
Linguistic investigation has
also shown that a language may
be divided into standard and
sub-standard dialects.
Persons
who are socially more privileged
speak standard English and
those less privileged speak substandard English. Words like
ain't, expressions like he don't,
he seen are sub-standard.
Children are taught standard
English in school. If a child
comes from a family where the
standard language is spoken, he
will have little difficulty in his
language courses. A child who is
not so fortunate and speaks the
sub-standard dialect, will have to
learn 3. new dialect at school.
Sub-standard English is as
good an English as standard
English, but socially it is inferior.
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Language and Orthography Languages
Language refers to speech.
Writing represents speech or
language with symbols. This
representation, however, is often
less flexible than the speech it
represents, so that we may speak
of a literary standard. The literary standard, which is employed
in formal writing, does not permit sandhi forms like doesn't}
haven}t or I'm.

The oldest language known
to linguists is Sumerian. Its
tablets and inscriptions date
from about 4000 B. C. Sumerian
was spoken in the lower Euphrates valley. It became extinct
about the third century B. C.

Although wntmg represents
the spoken word, some languages
have much better orthographies
than others. Spanish and Finnish have excellent orthographies. On the other hand, English has one of the worst. English
has taken over the Latin alphabet which contains symbols for
only five vowels. English, however, has a minimum of eight
vowels in slow speech. In rapid
speech (when diphthongs become vowels) the number may
run up to twelve. If we take
dialects and sonants (consonants
used as vowels) into account, the
number may be twenty or more.

English is an Indo-European
language. Indo-European languages are spoken in an area that
extends from Britain and Scandinavia to India. Such languages
as Hindustani (modern Sanskrit), Russian, Greek and Latin
belong to the Indo-European
family. That means that most of
the languages of Europe have a
common ancestry and that by
comparing several of the IndoEuropean languages, scholars
can arrive at a hypothetical
Primitive Indo-European language.
Because English has borrowed
so many words from Latin, many
feel that English is closely related to Latin. The fact is that
English is a Germanic tongue,
like Swedish, Norwegian, Dutch
and German.

English spelling is so inconsistent that a child wastes many
years trying to learn to read
English. A simple orthography,
like that of Spanish, would enable a third grader to read any
word in the language.

The Romance 1 a n g u a g e s
(Spanish, French, Romanian,
Italian, etc.) are the modern developments of Latin. The people
who speak Romance languages
are referred to as Latins. Romanians as well as Mexicans,
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Frenchmen and Portuguese are
Latins.
Next in importance to the
J ndo-European family of languages is the Hamito-Semitic
group. To this group belong
Arabic, Hebrew and Aramaic,
the language spoken by Jesus.

Linguistics and the Church
Today a prospective mission·
ary can be trained to handle any
language in the world, even
those that are not recorded, before he reaches the missionary
field. His training will even enable him to write out an alphabet for an unrecorded language.
The agency making the greatest use of the science of linguistics is the American Bible Society. Linguistic missionaries are
translating the Bible and parts
of the Bible into more and more
languages and dialects every day,
and the Society is publishing
these translations.
As an example of the help the
Society receives from linguistic
activity, we may consider Mexico. Mexico has fifty-one Indian
tribes, each of which speaks its
own dialect. These tribes make
up about one fourth of Mexico's
27,000,000 population. Since 1935
a group of Canadian and American Christian linguists have been
recording these Indian dialects.
Primers are first written by the
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group for each dialect. After an
Indian has mastered the primer,
he is presented with the Gospel.
The American Bible Society
later checks the Scripture translations and publishes them. All
the linguistic work done in Mexico is backed officially by the
Mexican General Director of
Indian Affairs.
How does a prospective missionary learn to handle a language he has never heard and
that has not been recorded? First
he is taught phonetics, that is,
English phonetics if English is
his mother tongue. He learns
what makes one sound differ
from another. He learns about
the position of the tongue, the
rounding of lips and the voicing
of consonants. In time he will
learn to record any sound of any
language made by his teacher
or an informant.
Besides phonetics, the future
mlsswnary must learn phonemics. Phonemics is that branch of
linguistics that analyzes phonetic data of a language in order
to form an alphabet for that
language.
H English were unrecorded, a
I i nguist would notice that the
initial sound of tip, the final
sound of pit and the middle
sound of water are phonetically
different, but he reasons that
because these sounds can be in-
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terchanged in most cases, they
belong to the same phoneme or
unit for all three sounds.
Many of the world's languages remain unrecorded just as
most of the world's inhabitants
remain unchurched. Dr. Hans
Wolf£, a University of Puerto
Rico linguist, recently returned
from Nigeria where he wrote
alphabets for thirty-seven languages. He estimates that there
are one hundred languages
spoken in Nigeria. Much missionary work is being done there
by many Protestant groups. The
writing of more alphabets means
that still more work can be done.

The Teaching of
Foreign Languages
After World War II there was
much talk of one-world, of the
nearness of our neighbors and
of the necessity of getting acquainted with each other.
As these ideas were being expressed, some American colleges removed the language requirement for the bachelor of
arts degree, the contention being
that after two years of language
study, a college student could not
know enough of a foreign language to be able to read it well.
It is true that after four semesters or quarters of a foreign
language, many college students
do not know enough of the

foreign language to be able to
read a newspaper or magazine
with comprehension. The chief
reason for this fault is that many
college teachers talk about the
foreign language in class instead of using it. They spend
precious hours h a v i n g the
students translate.
Translation 1s necessary at
times, but it does not teach the
student to speak the foreign
language, to read it or to understand it when it is spoken.
The fastest way to learn to
read a foreign language, is to
practice speaking it. Even dead
languages, like Classical Greek or
Latin, can be taught fa.ster if
they are taught orally. The correct pronunciation is the first
task to be mastered by the language student. However, he must
be patient and his teacher must
know phonetics.
A student of a foreign language must learn to express himself in the foreign language,
showing that he is able to think
in it. He should be given essays,
poetry or short stories to read
and be expected to answer questions on the reading, not in
English, but in the language he
is studying.
Perhaps the reader will agree
that linguistics is a fascinating
and useful science which benefits
both our schools and our church.
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A Moment Alone
By

WALTER REISS

Port Austin, Michigan. The
gulls loom sweepingly and expansively over Saginaw Bay, relaxed and perfect. Whatever
beauty is here, you know that
somehow it stands for peace to
the men who fish off shore,
their white sport shirts gleaming in the sun, their steel sharp
fishing rods flickering in the
noon and in the reflection of
the waves.
And you, preacher somewhere
south of here, in a tiny Michigan town (one hardware store,
one stop sign, one grocery, two
gas stations, one laundry), rest
complacently on the shore, on
the cool gray sands near the
rock that juts ambitiously into
the sea. You write about this and
you feel this-the charm of the
waters and the sands. You are at
rest.
The typewriter sounds dead
and hollow in the air, not at all
like it did in your study at the
town parsonage, with its black

crisp phone and the shiny
brownstain desk sprinkled with
cigarette ashes. A typewriter is
unfriendly where the sea washes,
as ill fitting as a fish bowl in a
factory. The clacking of the
keys becomes lost in the great
oval of blue sky, clear air,
bathers and fishermen imd
yachts.

Peace
Your wife calls you from the
cottage. Perhaps she too wonders
about this strange situation, and
why you persist at the machine
on the sands of the seashore.
Haven't you anything better to
do, on your vacation, than fill
pages with dream and yearning
thought? And now and then a
swimmer in his striking red swim
trunks will stand in the water
and stare at you, and doubt ....
After all, who can understand a typewriter or a preacher
on vacation? Or tempting white
paper by the sea?
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You begin to think about the
people back home-the members
of your sprawling chapel where
you hold forth Sundays. What
are they doing today? Some of
them work contentedly at their
gardens. The richer among them
loll at resorts about the Ann
Arbor lakes. But brother Frederick will not be taking his vacation this year.
For two months you worked
to hold that marriage together:
Frederick and Mona. She wanted a divorce, and almost went
through with it, while Frederick
tried to support her and the
children and himself, while bills
piled up in both homes. Well,
they learned they couldn't do
without one another, but by that
time they had to pay back six
weeks' payments on their new
house and their car.
And you, their pastor, calmly
ruffled the pages on your desk
as you talked to them of the
blessings of wedded life. You
never thought about the bills.
They hadn't thought of them
either-until they separated and
tried to do things on their own.
A strange lesson God can teach
through little things like time
payments.

Poor People
And what about Clem Peterson, lying on his back in the

hospital wheezing painfully, the
asthma crippling his lungs and
his entire body, the surgeons
standing blissfully nearby and
uttering nothings about the old
man's condition. Their knives
lie on the tables of the operating
rooms, helpless except where the
crisis is cruel and acute, unable
to cope with chest colds, asthma, '
rheumatism, arthritis, or dying
spirits.
Bet Clem would like to see
you now, maybe to discuss a few
of the books you brought to him,
some of the magazines. Even
Arizona can be a spiritual blessing to an aged man lying on his
white clean bed, ready to give it
up as a lost fight.
And who will step into your
pulpit next Sunday? Someone
who cannot call a single member of yours by the correct
name, a friend who cannot administer to your sick because he
doesn't know them? True, they'll
understand that the pastor is on
vacation-but, will you? Even if
you go on telling yourself: You
deserve a rest, fellow. Slow up
for awhile. One Sunday missed
won't hurt anything.
But Clem and Mona and
Frederick need you, and Mrs.
Jamieson needs you, and you
know it.
A month ago she sat in her library, enshrouded by her leather
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couches and her books, and the
two yellow brass urns, and told
you that her husband had taken
a stroke (offering you a cigarette
when she said it, as if somehow,
through this one social grace, to
avert the disaster of losing her
composure).
And you went along, taking
the cigarette and talking about
the illness, hoping that some
clear second would offer you the
chance to mention the name of
God in Jesus Christ. She spoke
as if she were about to attend a
charity ball, only in a more
hushed tone of voice, with a bit
more discretion. And then, just
before you left, she asked you to
pray with her, and that was the
end of all the doubts you had.
You have never really stopped
praying with her, for her. With
all her wealth, she is as poor as
Clem and Mona and Frederick
and Oscar and Leonard.
So you sit here with the typewriter before you, busily imitating a preacher on his vacation, and knowing why you type
-simply to cleanse your mind of
the guilt of not being where you
should be. How many vacations
did Paul take, or Peter, or Luke,
or Timothy? When did they
snatch a month for a sail around
Galilee? Perhaps, had t h e y
owned typewriters, they could
have rested on the sands and
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clacked epistles to their waiting
flocks. But, God help us all,
what restlessness drives a
preacher to his pulpit when the
quietness of the sea wraps
around him m a deceiving
solace!
What a bore you must appear
to these fishermen, to the college
girls sunning themselves on Hat
Rock, to the swimmers in the
shallows! Might as well don your
clergy collar and carry your
black agenda with its slanting
gold cross, and build an altar on
the sands for all the people to
see.
Do you wonder that you feel
a stranger here, when for the
past half-year you have so completely enmeshed yourself in the
births and deaths, crises and successes and failures, loves and
hates and sins of your people in
the chapel town? You are a part
of all that now, inextricably
bound to a past that is illustrious
only in the love you have spent
for folks who needed love.
You stop writing and gaze
around you. The raft, the rock,
the bathers, the fishermensooner or later they must all tell
you something, give you the key
to the complexity of life. Surely
you aren't here only to preach.
Certainly there is a mystery
which must be solved, and God
to solve it. Even while the day
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is bright, you walk in darkness,
trying to fathom the tremendous
engagement of the pulpit, the
sick visit, the baptism, the
eucharist, the meaning of the
fiery compulsion that drives
your thoughts ever to the past
and its hidden flow.
But you cannot know the
answer. Even as you seek it, you
realize that. And here, on the
beach, you pray for all the
people, everywhere, whom you
have ministered to, and you
pray that they will forgive you
for being alone at the seashore.
Once again, and always, you are

finally alone, and you must stay
here for a time, close to the God
who gave you your solitude.
For the lantern remains lit although you do not understand
why. And the candle burns in
spite of your doubts. And the
ministry is the ministry of
Christ, and the glories of God
are as vast and vague as the
sea beside which you stand. So
be it, then, and may God bless
all eternal wanderers. And bless
the fishermen, too. And the cozy
bathers who laugh in the afternoon.

BIOGRAPHIES
How strikingly alike they are,
These two:
The biography of the body
And the biography of the mind!
How lean, straight and resilient
Is the body of youth:
A living exclamation sign;
The attitude of the poet
Who is hailing the world A form
That in middle-age and beyond
Evolves the philosophical:
Thickening,
It curves forward and backward,
Stands looking at the world
A question mark in shoes.
IsRAEL NEWMAN
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God's Confidential Clerk
By

WALTER SoRELL

There can be no doubt in any
literary mind that T. S. Eliot
will one day go to heaven, and
this in spite of his Cocktail
Party and The Confidential
Clerk. But it might easily happen
that Saint Peter would stop him
at the gate and warn him that
the Lord was very angry with
him for twisting the term deus
ex machina into deus ex Eliot.
And that the Lord did not like
the idea of being impersonated
by a psychiatrist of all people
and lately by that unbelievable
character, that Mrs. Guzzard.
But Eliot, used to the Olympic
status he acquired during his
life time, will at this point confuse Saint Peter-as he has so
successfully done with his audience-with one of his cryptic
statements and will pass through
the gate.

would be too suave, as a farce its
knockabout situations, though always well prepared, are left unused; it feels as if a sledge hammer were wielded with power,
but misses the point. And
nothing is knocked about but
words. Eliot claims it to be a
poetical play and prints his
words as though they were written as loose blank verses. No
doubt, it is a faultless language,
elegant, well-bred and clever. It
is smoothly and skilfully cut like
a diamond, but the diamond
lacks lustre, the inner fire needed for the outward sparkle. Oh,
there are three or four spots in
the play that do sparkle and
make us laugh. But otherwise it
is rather flat prose, however
printed, spoken by one character, namely T. S. Eliot, under
s e v e r a 1 character-pseudonyms.
His prose has rhythm, but so
has any prose written with an
eye for consonants and an ear
for vowels. His wit has been
called civilized, urbane, but, in
fact, it is the wit of a bored man

In The Confidential Clerk
almost everyone is illegitimate,
and so is the whole play. Eliot
calls it a comedy, but it actually
is a farce. As a comedy its humor
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who likes to hear himself talk
rather than anyone else. Here,
as an example, is one of his wittier and livelier characters talking:
Can you believe
That I've never been to a concert in my life?
I only go to shows when somebody invites me,
And no one has ever invited
me to a concert.
I've been to the Opera, of
course, several times,
But I'm afraid I never really
listened to the music:
I just enjoyed going-to see
the other people,
And to be seen there! And because you feel out of it
If you never go to the Opera,
in the season.
This is certainly commonplace,
and such passages are only too
frequent. Since there is no
poetry in the Cocktail Party or
in The Confidential Clerk, no
fanciful imagination which tries
to elope with our senses into
realms of unreality; and since his
words do not dance dazzling
pirouettes on his lips which
make us forget that the theatre
is a mirror of life, we expect
something to transport us into
something unexpected-but no,
Mr. Eliot's plots are down-toearth. He does not take us, as
Christopher Fry never fails to

do, into a world of wonderment
in which the people's emotions
and thoughts chime with words
and even material things seem
to become articulate; he does not
guide us, as Tennessee Williams
did so well in his Camino Real
through the symbolic world of
a nightmare which takes place
on the threshold of our consciousness and has the forcefulness
of life without its palpable
reality.
Nothing of all this can be
found in T . S. Eliot's latest two
plays. Nor do they have the
moral and intellectual urgency
which we find in the tragedy of
the Archbishop Becket, nor the
harassing mood of The Family
Reunion in which Harry, driven
by the Furies and his conscience, is an errant knight
seeking peace with himself: like
all men, burdened with the guilt
of uncommitted crimes. In The
Cocktail Party, deus ex Eliot is
disguised as an unidentified
guest who later, taking off his
mask, turns into a psychiatrist,
speaks with the tongue of a
priest, and acts with creative
compulsion, or shall we say like
God, rearranging the lives of
several people-puppets in his
hands. Everything seems to be
full of symbolism in a vacuum.
He sends one man to Hollywood
to fulfill his purposeless life; he
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sends a woman with some religious leanings into martyrdom
and death; and he forces the
couple to stay together. Is there
a hidden meaning in all this?
Apparently he wants to say that
everyone must carry his cross to
his destination in his own manner.
But among all these puppets
is only one almost real character, Julia, an accomplice of the
psychiatrist, as there is Lady
Elizabeth in The Confidential
Clerk, who faintly comes to life.
Both women have much in
common. T h e y are scatterbrained busybodies who, because of their weaknesses, become somehow human. But the
other characters, particularly the
men, are nothing but mouthpieces for Eliot's religious and
philosophical thoughts. These
people have interesting discussions, mostly in dialogues. But
are they so significant and revealing that they justify the play?
The Confidential Clerk is, at
best, a comedy of confusion. A
world of grown-ups who have
indulged in adultery, who have
abandoned their children, physically or spiritually, are finally
made to face them and the mess
they have made of their lives.
In the first act we are told that
a sense of power attained
through compromise with life is

better than remaining a secondrate frustrated artist. But at the
end of the play, Eliot as the
confidential clerk Colby decides
that one has to devote onsel£ to
one's inner calling, no matter
whether one's ability is minor
or major.
There are more things puzzling than his messages. I have
never heard any of his characters show any deep feelings for
each other. They pay compliments, they are disappointed in
each other, but they never speak
of love, or even hatred. Is it because marionettes are not capable of such feelings or unable
to utter them?
T. S. Eliot makes us believe in
the second act of The Confidential Clerk that Colby and Lucasta are drawn to each other and
that she would readily give up
her husband-to-be for him, but
that he cannot be more encouraging only because he knowswhat she doesn't-that she is his
sister. When Colby learns in the
third act that he is not her
brother, he must by then have
forgotten all about his secondact-feelings. But what is even
more shocking to a normal
human being is to witness that
he shows no reaction whatsover
when his "aunt" tells him that,
in fact, she is his mother. How
can he stand there and not em-
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brace her, not even smile at her,
not say a single word about it,
but merely express his hope that
his father may be dead! Hasn't,
at that particular moment, something gone wrong with the
strings which direct these puppets? Can we then believe that
this very same man whose feelings are numb in such a momentous situation of his life, as he
confesses, ought to be followed
into the secret and symbolic
garden (which, we are told,
everyone has), into that garden
where God sometimes walks?
And for what other purpose
could this play have been written if not to convince us that

Colby's final way points the way
to God?
Since T . S. Eliot appointed
himself as God's confidential
clerk; since he gave up the idea
of creating man's plight in dramatic form, of writing about the
relationship of man to man, or,
as O'Neill did, of man to God;
since his characters have become
little Eliots and some of them
with the dictatorial power of the
Creator; since he began to write
comedy in order to promote religion, he has failed threefold:
as a poet, as a dramatist-and he
has failed us, his admiring and
eager audience.

DARK CREVICES
There is no crevice in the brain
of man that does not fill with chill
expediency and compromise, a rain
that seeps in deep and stays
entombed in cavernous black.
For, though the fire sputters and prays
for air, its heat is beaten back
and drowned. Then calculation takes command
and mind succumbs to its demand.
Prometheus was bound in chains,
his vitals torn by beaks of doubt,
his gift to man is quenched by rains
that seep in deep and won't come out.
MILLICENT LEWIS PETTIT
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Christian O ptimism
By ERHARDT EssiG

In a little essay "On Optimism" Bertand Russell relates
the following parable: Once
upon a time there was a derelict
ship which drifted into the
empty parts of the southern
ocean and began to run out of
provisions. Most of the crew
took each day as it came, but
there were two exceptions: One
was a professional pessimist; the
other was a professional optimist. The professional pessimist
pointed out continually how low
the stock of food was becoming
and how seldom ships were encountered in such latitudes. He
advised his comrades to meditate
on their latter end and to prepare for death with fortitude.
One day the crew ganged up on
him and advised him to prepare
for death with fortitude himself
during the five minutes of life
they were prepared to leave him.
·w hen they had thrown him
overboard, they gave a sigh of
1elief. But this feeling was shortlived, for they now began to find

the optimist just as trying as they
had previously found his opponent. Every morning he came
on deck, rubbing his hands and
smiling, pointing out how long
the human frame can subsist on
half a biscuit and making elaborate calculations to show that
they would probably meet a ship
that day. In the end the crew
threw him overboard, too, and
then got on with the job.
As this incident suggests, there
is not much to choose between
these extremes. One is as irritating and, we might add, as wrong
as the other. In their attitude toward life and toward their
eternal destiny men still go to
these two extremes. On the one
hand, we have the religious optimists who blithely, airily assume that everything will turn
out all right in the end. God is
a God of love, they argue, and
surely He would not consign
anyone to perdition. They accept
the presence of a good God in
heaven, but they leave out all the
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difficult and terrible doctrines
about sin and hell and the devil.
This is the Pollyanna view which
C. S. Lewis calls "Christianityand-water." Like atheism, it is a
boy's philosophy. It is similar to
the view which Browning expresses in his poem "Apparent
Failure." Here he describes a
scene in a Paris morgue. On
marble slabs lie three bloated,
dripping human carcasses, just
dredged up from the Seine.
These suicides are symbols of
failure. But Browning sees reason
for optimism even in these. He
thinks that they are only apparent failures, that in God's
eyes there is still hope for them,
that in the next world they will
carry on the work left incomplete here. That is optimism carried to its extreme.

where he is immured by a man
. . . [as] useless as hi msel£. The
man will slay the ox, will eat it
and will not be the better off,
and after the ox is dead the man
himself will die. What will then
remain of both? A handful of
fertilizing matter which will produce new grass to nourish other
flesh? What a vain and uneloquent alternation of life and
death!. .. What can be the advantage of existing rather than
of ex1stmg not?" Although
Thomas Hardy always protested
that he was not a pessimist, he
declared that the world is "a
weltet of futile doing." The
crassest pessimist of them all was
the British poet A. E. Housman.
His corrosive cynicism, which appears in all his work, is exemplified in these mordant verses:

At the other pole we have the
blank despair of the unbelievers,
who, like the Ephesians before
their conversion, have no hope
and are without God in the
world. Witness, for example, the
icy clarity of despair in these
words of Senancour: "The ox is
strong and powerful, but he does
not know it. He absorbs a vast
multitude o£ vegetation; he devours a meadow. What important advantage does he derive
from it? He ruminates, he vegetates sluggishly in the stable

To stand up straight and
tread the turning mill,
To lie flat and know nothing
and be still,
Are the two trades of man;
and which is worse
1 know not, but I know that
both are ill.
In his liule poem "The Hereafter" he offers this gloomy advice:
Now hollow fires burn out to
black,
And lights are guttering low:
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Square your shoulders, lift
your pack,
And leave your friends and go.
Oh never fear, man, nought's
to dread,
Look not left or right:
In all the endless road you
tread
There's nothing but the night.
Similar is the dour pessimism of
Jean-Paul Sartre, whose philosophy, known as existentialism, has
been summarized in this one
sentence: "I exist, that is all, and
I find it sickening." In his
opinion man can count on no
one but himself; he is alone,
abandoned on earth, with no
other destiny than the one he
forges for himself on earth. In
keeping with the cynicism of our
disillusioned age, the rationalist
Bertrand Russell declares that
"only on the firm foundations of
unyielding despair can the soul's
habitation henceforth be safely
built."
God's infallible Word shows
how far wrong both of these extremes are. It is true, of course,
that life is not all gay. As Job
was told in the midst of his pain
and suffering, "man is born unto
trouble, as the sparks fly upward." Although God's in His
heaven, you and I know that not
all is right with the world. Some-
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times there are deep valleys,
where the shadows of sorrow fall
upon us. But we never walk
alone. In the midst of it all the
Christian can exclaim, "I will
fear no evil, for Thou art with
me." The times may be out of
joint, yet the redeemed have
every reason to rejoice. They can
face life hopefully, cheerfully,
optimistically. They know that
all things work together for good
to them that love God.
It is difficult to see how anyone can call Christianity a melancholy, joy-killing, crepe-hanging religion. Time and again the
Scriptures tell us to rejoice and
to sing for joy. The words joy
and rejoicing are used no fewer
than 420 times in the Bible. Nowhere does God forbid His
Christians to enjoy the legitimate pleasures of life. In fact,
we, the redeemed, are the only
ones who have real reason to rejoice. We know that Christ, our
Savior, has made full satisfaction
for our sins and that we are now
children of God and heirs of
heaven ..
St. Paul makes this very clear
in his letter to the Philippians,
where he says, "Rejoice in the
Lord always, and again I say, rejoice." We are to rejoice IN
THE LORD. There are many
people who do not rejoice in the
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Lord but hope to find the thrill
of happiness along forbidden
paths, in lusts of the flesh, lusts
of the eye, and the vanity of living. Some people think that they
can attain a full and happy life
by plucking forbidden fruit and
casting aside what they consider
old-fashioned morality. But it is
a basic rule of human experience
that sin never makes anyone
happy, that it always drags its
victims down to disgrace and despair, that the only true happiness comes from rejoicing in the
Lord as our Savior, our Friend

of friends, our never-failing
Companion.
In contrast, how empty and
hollow are the joys and pleasures
of the world. How futile the mad
search for happiness in the false
gods of this life. Even the godless
admit that happiness is a will o'
the wisp, always eluding their
grasp. But the Christian's joy is
built on something solid and secure. It is not the frothy, fleeting joy of this world but the
abiding joy which flows from
faith in forgiven sin and the
atoning mercies of Christ.

ONE MORE LESSON
A man might tum a blown-at-foot leaf over
with a stick.
But not a child, not casually, oh, never
one beguiled
with questions asked, with search when no full answer
is his lot.
He puts aside bound knowledge learned, but never
what is not:
this tiny leaf beside the soggy branches;
once again
he traces patterns greenly with his fingers,
vein to vein.
He pockets it; he finds the tallest maple,
and he knows
something is up there, free of earth and spreading;
then he grows
as far and farther up the steps of branches,
more than seven,
he stretches from the earth with his leaping reaches
that are leafed in heaven.
JosEPH JoEL KEITH
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An American Tourist
In America
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WILLIAM HAESELER

At 3:45 p.m. on August 3,
1953, I drove across the southern
border of South Dakota and
entered the state of Nebraska. It
was rather a special event, since
it marked the completion of my
goal to visit all 48 states. With
this o b j e c t i v e satisfactorily
achieved, and while I ponder
some way to see the rest of the
world, it seems fitting and
proper to record a few observations about the value of such
peregrinations.
No one can realize the vastness
that is America until he attempts
to see even a reasonably represetative chunk of it. Most urban
New Yorkers believe that Chicago is half way across the country, whereas the actual center is
in Kansas. It's difficult for midwesterners to believe that Denver is still a thousand miles
from the coast. And I'm sure
there are Denver residents who
do not realize that Seattle is not
on the Pacific Ocean at all, but
more than 100 miles east of it.

III

These facts are readily apparent by looking at a map of
the United States, and are even
more dramatically proved when
you drive through the western
states. You glance at the road
map, and figure that you can
easily go from Salt Lake City to
Denver in eight hours. Chances
are that you'll drive more than
14 hours before you reach your
destination. To further realize
the vast area of America, it is
necessary to recall that those 515
miles between Salt Lake City
and Denver are approximately
the same as the distance from
London across the entire country
of France to Bern, Switzerland!
Of course, seeing America is
educationally more beneficial to
the tourist than merely providing him with a proper geographical appreciation of distance and
area. When you have visited a
particular area, you know what's
there. You can recall a mental
picture of the place without
reading a book describing it,
35
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and (eel that if you were suddenly and unknowingly transported
to some place you had seen, you
could instantly i de n t i f y the
area. Such a tourist will detect
dialects and slang expressions as
he travels. When a purchase is
made in a store, the clerk will
say "Do you want that in a bag?"
(East), "Do you want that in a
sack?" (Midwest), or "Shall I
package it for you?" (West). One
product that answers to a wide
range of names is the common
milkshake. In Boston, they are
called "Frappes" (rhymes with
maps); in Rhode Island the term
is a "Cabinet;" then they are
"Milkshakes" and "Ice Cream
Shakes" as you move west; and
some areas apparently h a v e
never heard of any such product.
Architecture, too, is interesting to note in the various areas
in these United States. I venture
to say that anyone who has
traveled extensively and was observant of building styles could
easily identify the typical Boston
apartment, Philadelphia suburban house, North Dakota plains
house, Chicago apartment, Baltimore city house, California residential house, Rocky Mountain
lumbering or New England textile "company town," Texas
ranch house, or southern plantation-type home.

The American traveler can
learn much about food also. For
a good, inexpensive meal, I remember Fargo, North Dakota;
Hay Springs, Nebraska; and a
few small towns along US 40 in
Utah. You'll find that beef is
plentiful and inexpensive on the
plains, with food costs higher in
the large cities. When you are
visiting the larger cities, why not
have a dinner at some of the
most famous places in America?
Restaurants like Durgin Park in
Boston, Toots Shor's in New
York, the Pump Room of Chicago, Antoines of New Orleans,
and the Palace Hotel in San
Francisco, to mention a few, are
rated tops for food the world
over.
In traveling, every place you
visit is an education. Few
easterners realize the extent of
desert and arid land in the west.
Even eastern Washington and
Oregon, between the Cascades
and Rockies, are regions of sagebrush and bare lava rock. Few of
our citizens know of the large
area of volcanism m the west.
Until you see the giant craters,
cinder cones and 30-mile lava
flows in Oregon and Idaho, talk
of volcanoes m America seems
ridiculous. In traveling, the
tourist can appreciate the enormity of the irrigation projects in
this country, from the multi-dam
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TV A to the giant Grand Coulee.
Those wheat surpluses and price
supports you read about in the
newspapers become very apparent when you drive through
the grain belt and talk to the
farmers. The cold facts taught
you in history and geography
take new meaning as you read
the historical markers at actual
sites, and drive endless miles
through the Great Plains without seeing a tree. Somehow on
the trip you learn to distinguish
between marmots and prairie
dogs, or learn that the Alpine fir
is often climax vegetation following lodge pine and aspen.
If it's spectacle you want,
America has it. There are more
than a hundred national parks
and monuments throughout the
48 states, and hundreds more
state parks to attract the tourist.
H you like waterfalls, we have
Niagara and Yellowstone; for
caverns there are Carlsbad and
Mammoth Cave; mountain scenery in the Rockies and Appalachians; resorts like Miami
Beach and Colorado Springs; a
thousand islands in New York
and ten thousand lakes in Minnesota. Who can forget the thrill
of seeing Mt. Rainier rising
above the Cascades from a point
more than 60 miles away, or the
grandeur of the Grand Canyon
of the Colorado?
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There is real value in travelAmerica. And there are many
ways to do it. My travels have
led me to about every major
means of transportation, including the automobile, train, airplane, boat, bus, and hitchhiking. If you really want to see
America close up, take the most
dangerous method of transportation-t h e American highways.
You can drive about 5000 miles
for $1 00 worth of gas, and if you
.JOm the thousands of people
who camp out at night rather
than living in hotels or motels,
the cost of a trip is extremely
low. A boat ride is a novel way
of coastline transportation, or of ·
breaking up monotonous driving. With the modernization of
rail travel, especially in the
west, train travel has been considerably improved. Air travel is
wonderfully fast and comfortable, but doesn't allow for op·
portunities to go sightseeing on
the ground. As for bus travelwell, you might enjoy it.
When you plan an itinerary
for a trip, I would suggest that
you set a limit on how much you
intend to see in a day. For example, some people try to see all
of Yellowstone park in one day.
They don't realize that Yellowstone Park is larger than the
states of Rhode Island and Delaware put together. ·Before you
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set out on a trip, know something of the area you plan to
visit. Any major library has
travel books on most states or
tourist attractions. For further
information, you can write to
the Chamber of Commerce in
the city or state you are touring.
Once you know what attractions
there are to see, plan your time
accordingly to avoid rushing past
one attraction and then finding
yourself with nothing to do later
on.

bility of the American stomach.
I've yet to go wrong on a restaurant recommended by Duncan
Hines, but they are sometimes
difficult to find at the time
you're hungry, or else a little
steep for the budget. I can't say
that I have fared well from advice
given by gas station attendants
or town merchants as to the reliability of a restaurant. The best
criteria seem to be the number
of customers, cleanliness, and
evidences of good upkeep.

If you drive, limit the number
of miles per day. Get up-to-date
road information from the AAA
or gasoline stations. Don't be
afraid to take a blue road on the
map; sometimes they are better
and less traveled than the red
roads. Be sure to find a place to
stay early enough. Even if you
camp out in national or state
parks, you'll find that a good
site is hard to find after 4 p.m.
You will find good motels and
hotels almost everywhere these
days, a I though some "extra
fancy" motels have pretty steep
price tags on the rooms.

Costs of taking a major trip
can vary tremendously. That
$100 per 5000 miles of automobile travel is the same for one
person in the car or four. How
much you spend for meals and
where you stay at night can
throw a budget out the window
after the first three days of a
trip. In 1948 I hitchhiked from
New York to California and
hack in three weeks for a total
cost of $27.34. That same year
my parents took approximately
the same trip, plus the Pacific
Northwest, and their three weeks
cost $1000. If you want to pare
expenses on your travel budget,
the item to cut is overnight expenses. Stay with Grandma or
Aunt Susan or pitch a tent in a
national park, and figure three
or four dollars per person per
night saved. This summer I met

Finding a good place to eat
often depends on the degree of
caution or restraint in the individual. The vast numbers of
diners and hash houses along the
American highways are a tribute
only to the toughness and dura-
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three couples in Grand Teton
National Park who had rented a
trailer together to cut costs. I'm
still trying to figure how they
could sleep six in a 25-foot
trailer!
When are you going to start
seeing America? You can set out
almost any time. How about
Florida, New Orleans, or Tucson in the winter? In the springtime try a little golf at Pinehurst,
North Carolina, or perhaps visit
Los Angeles and southern Cali-

1954

fornia. The Pacific Northwest
and Rockies are glorious in the
summertime, and w h e n fall
comes I would suggest a trip to
New England or the Skyline
Drive down to the Great
Smokies.
America is a wonderful place
to live in, an you can appreciate
this nation even more when you
visit its component 48 states.
Why don't you be an American
tourist-in America?

THEIR EVER PURE EYES
Slow days, rainy days,
Days of broken mirrors and lost needles,
Days of eyelids closed to the seas' horizon
Of hours all alike, days of captivity,
My spirit that still shone o:wer the leaves
And flowers, my spirit is naked as love,
The dawn that it forgets makes it bow its head
And contemplate its docile vain body.
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Yet I've seen the most beautiful eyes in the world,
Silver gods who held sapphires in their hands,
True gods, birds on the earth
And on the water, I've seen them .
Their wings are mine, nothing exists
But their flight that shakes my misery,
Their flight of stars and brightness,
Their earth flight, their stone flight
Over the waves of their wings,
My thought sustained by life and death.
By PAUL ELUARD
(Translated from the French
by Charles Guenther)

letter from
Xanadu, Nebr.
Dear Editor:
Please rush me, airmail special
delivery, whatever material you
happen to have handy on patriotism or the constitution or the
evils of Communism, or anything else that might be suitable
for a Fourth of July address. I
am on a spot and I'm counting
on you.
This all started about four
months ago when the president
of the Men's Club asked me if
I would give a patriotic talk for
the July meeting of the club.
Well, you know me. I'll accept
any job four months in advance,
and besides I was sort of flattered to be asked because usually we get a preacher from out
of town to talk at that meeting.
(I didn't find out until two
weeks ago that the reason why
we didn't this year was that the
treasury is low and they figured
they could save some money by
asking me.) So now here I am, a
week away from D-day and
nothing on paper.
Since the Fourth is the birthday of the constitution, I
thought that I would try to work

up something on how wonderful
our constitution is and how its
guarantees of life, liberty, and
happiness have made it possible
for us to achieve the highest
standard of living in the world.
Then I could get real topical by
pointing out that there are
enemies of the constitution in
our country today who want to
change our capitalist system into
a socialist system and who, when
they are called on the carpet, refuse to admit their crimes by
falling back on the fifth amendment.
I used to have a copy of the
constitution somewhere (I think
it was in my high-school history
book) but I can't seem to find
it. So if you don't mind, please
send me a copy of the constitution along with the other stuff.
Or. better still, if you can lay
your hands on a good digest of
the constitution, send me that.
As I remember it, the constitution itself is a pretty long business and I am not interested in
that whole string of charges it
makes against King George. I
want just the part that tells
about the kind of economy we
are supposed to have. Most of
the boys in the club are in business and they would naturally
be mostly interested in the economic regulations set down in
the constitution.
40
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I would also apprecia te any due to be drafted and I had to
quotations you might be able to spend the whole month trying to
dig up about the constitution by pull strings to get them deferred
important people like Luther at least until the summer busy
and Walther and William Jen- season is over. But the board
nings Bryan and Coolidge. Also called them up anyway, so I was
a few quotes from left-wingers left shorthanded and had to
which I could use to show how pitch in myself. So now I am
they are attacking the constitu- hoping to get away next month.
tion and undermining the capiHomer has another "job" this
talist system.
summer. An alumnus of the U
I know that this is short who is quite a football fan alnotice, and I apologize for it, ways helps the members of the
but you know me. I keep put- team out a little bit during the
ting things off to the last summer, so this summer Homer
minute and then I get all in a is a lifeguard at this guy's pool.
flap. Help me out now and I He gets seventy-five dollars a
will do you a favor someday.
week just for being on hand
Oh, just one more thing. Since and getting himself a tan, which
I will be talking to a church is a much softer way of making
organization, it would probably a living than I ever found,
be a good idea to throw in a few especially since this guy and his
words about the spiritual back- whole family are in Europe for
ground of the constitution. I
the summer and Homer is the
read somewhere that there have only person who uses the pool.
been suggestions to insert some Sometimes I think that this is a
reference to God in the pledge to mighty indirect way of subsidizthe flag. Will this take a consti- ing athletics but apparently that
tutional amendment and, if it is the way it has to be done to
does, what do we have to do to avoid the silly restrictions that
the athletic associations impose
get the amendment adop ted? I
always think that a speech ought on the colleges, so Homer might
a~ well get his share of the loot.
to move people to do some thing
and maybe what I could try to It seems to me that it would
move them to do would be to get be simpler if the colleges paid
behind this idea.
their players the way the baseI didn't get that vacation I
ball clubs pay theirs, but maybe
wrote you about last month. the tax laws wouldn't allow it.
Two of my boys at the store were
Regards, G. G.

~and MU S IC MAKERS
By

WALTE R

A short time ago I had another
opportunity to hear Artur
Rubinstein in the flesh, to interview him, and to write about the
sterling quality of his artistry.
I consider Rubinstein one of
the greatest pianists of all time,
and I am sure that if the. mighty
masters of the past-Franz Liszt,
for example, and Anton Rubinstein- could be brought back to
life to hear him, they would
agree wi th me.
It is both easy and difficult to
write about an artist as great as
R ubinstein-easy because one
need not, even for a moment,
hesitate to call him one of the
mightiest of the mighty among
the Titans and poets of the keyboard; difficult because one
must strive to state adequately
and wi th sufficient pertinence
and emphasis just wha t qualities make him the toweringly
great artist that he is.
Fortunately, I have help for
the d ifficult part of what I am
undertaking to do- help from
Rubinstein himself. Since the
famous master of the piano
played a number of compositions
by Frederic Francois Chopin
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when I heard him again a few
weeks ago, I decided, on the
spur of the moment, to consult
the foreword which Rubinstein
wrote for Casimir Wierzynski's
Th e L ife and Death of Chopin,
a book published about five
years ago (Simon & Schuster).
There I read what Rubinstein
himself thinks of the music of
Chopin and the way it must be
pl ayed. I could not consult a
more competent authority.
Those who set out to play the
compositions of Chopin must
have what Rubinstein calls "the
key to Chopin's magic."
Rubinstein has that key. He
used it when, at the beginning of
his memorable recital, he played
the A ndante S p i a n at o and
Gmnde Polonaise Brillante, Op.
22, which was originally written
for piano and orchestra but nowadays is, to my knowledge, always presented as a solo work.
Since, contrary to a derogatory judgment pronounced by
H erbert W einstock in his biogral hy of Chot in (A lfred A.
Kn opf), I loo k upo n the Op . 22
as a compo ition exemplifying
the grea ter Chopin , I consider it
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entirely in order to demand
much from anyone who presents
this work in public. Just as
Chopin, to use Rubinstein's
words, "made the piano sing,"
so those who play the op. 22
must make the piano sing.
Rubinstein made the instrument sing with ravishing beauty.
Just as Chopin knew "the
secret of the pedal," so Rubinstein showed that he, too, is in
complete possession of that
secret.
Weinstock calls the polonaise
of Chopin's Op. 22 "pompous,
overproud, and not altogether
pleasant to hear." He goes on to
say:
It is difficult. It gratifies virtuoso pianists. But Chopin clearly
designed it for show, a process in
which he never used half his
powers, and the result is not winning.

I venture to differ most emphatically. To me Chopin's Op.
22 is a great masterpiece.
When R u b i n s t e i n plays
Chopin, he mixes "sounds as
paints are mixed on a palette"just as the composer himself did.
Like Chopin, Rubinstein produced "an alchemy of tones." He
proved conclusively that "even
the most difficult figurations of
Chopin b e l on g to creative
music," that "Chopin was interested only in the musical idea"
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and that "the difficulties of his
works are logically inherent in
his thought."
As I sit here trying to write
adequately about Rubinstein's
unforgettably beautiful playing
of music from the pen of
Chopin, my eyes suddenly fall
upon the following words from
the master-pianist's pen:
I can play a pyrotechnical Liszt
sonata, requiring forty minutes for
its performance, and get up from
the piano without feeling tired,
while even the shortest etude of
Chopin compels me to an intense
expenditure of effort. I never
cease to marvel that such lofty
heights of artistic invention were
attained by a sickly, fragile man,
and l am always filled with admiration for the slrength of his
mind, his creative will, and the
purity of his musical intentions.

Rubinstein packed a large
amount of sterling scholarship
into the foreword he wrote for
Wiergynski's The Life and Death
of Chopin. Give thought to
these words:
Chopin was a genius who lived
for the sake of music and who
acted through music. Simply by
force of his compositions and without verbal statement, without expounding of theories, he overthrew
the piano scholasticism of the
established schools, according to
which technical fluency was secured by means of a specific
method of using one's hands,
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an Intermezzo, a Capriccio, and
a Rhapsody by Johannes Brahms
and that his performance of
Robert Schumann's touching
Romance in F Sharp Major was
something which, because of its
miracle-working
beauty,
will
linger long in my memory.

fingers, elbows, etc. He emancipated the pianist from servitude to
pedantic canons and hastened the
development of individual freedom
in the realm of piano playing. Today no one finds it surprising that
the
performance
of
a
given
masterpiece is not limited to any
one way of using the hands and
fingers.

"Chopin," writes Rubinstein,
"was the Prospera of the piano;
he cast his spell on it and transformed it. He touched the keys
of what had been till then merely a percussion instrument, and
worked miracles."
When R u b i n s t e i n played
Chopin's Sonata in B Flat Minor
at the recital I am discussing, he
"touched the keys ... and worked
miracles." His performance of
this great masterpiece stirred me
to the quick. It was a reading
filled with the purest poetry. It
was ideal. It was Chopin. Need
anyone say more?
I could write in detail about
Rubinstein's fabulous mastery of
every aspect of the art of pianoplaying. But this would be no
more than a catalog of his phenomenal achievements. I prefer
to state, as emphatically as I can,
that the sweep, the intenseness,
the pertinence, the authenticity,
the sensitiveness, and the overpowering eloquence of. Rubi?stein's mastery were ev1dent m
every measure of his readings of

Rubinstein played compositions by Liszt-the delightful
Valse Impromptu, for example,
and the brilliant and fiendishly
difficult Hungarian Rhapsody
No. 12. Was this merely an exhibition of pyrotechnics? It was
not. Rubinstein knows how to
suffuse his pyrotechnics with
beautiful poetry.
Some pianists play Liszt's
Valse Impromptu and the Hungarian Rhapsody No. 12 with
such amazing technical skill that
they literally make you gasp for
breath. But that is all. When
Rubinstein plays these compositions-and works similar to
them-you do much more than
gasp for breath; you realize at
once that this great artist has the
key to the magic which transforms pyrotechnics into poetry.
Rubinstein's ten fingers are like
ten flexible voices. Artists of his
stature have always been exceedingly few in number.
·
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WoLFGANG AMADEUs MozART. Concerto No 1. in G Major, for Flute
and Orchestra (K. 313) and Concerto No . 2, in D Major, for Flute
and Orchestra (K. 314). Hubert
Barwahser, flute, with the Vienna
Symphony Orchestra under John
Pritchard. - Beautiful Mozart playing. This disc is part of the Mozart
Jubilee Edition 1956. In 1956, you
know, the world of music will observe the 200th anniversary of Mozart's birth. 33 1/3 rpm. ColumbiaEpic LC-3033.
FRANZ PETER ScHUBERT. Sonata in B
Flat, Op. Posth. RoBERT ScHuMANN. Bunte Blaetter, Op. 99 (Nos.
1-8) . Clara Haskil, pianist. -Superb recording. Exemplary playing.
33 1/3 rpm. Columbia-Epic LC3031.
ORGAN Musxc OF MozART. Andante
in F Major (K. 616); Fantasy and
Fugue in F Minor (K. 608);
Adagio and Allegro in F Minor
(K. 594); Adagio (K. 356}. Richard Ellsasser, playing the pipe
organ of the John Hays Hammond,
Jr. Museum, Gloucester, Massachusetts. - K. 616, K. 608, and K.
594 were written for a mechanical
organ. K. 356 was written for the
glass harmonica invented by Benjamin Franklin. Wonderful music.
Excellent performances. 33 113
rpm. M-G-M E3075.
CONTEMPORARY A M E R I C A N CoMPOSERS. Concerto for Orchestra, by
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Ulysses Kay. The Teatro Ia Fenice
Symphony Orchestra, of Venice,
under Jonel Perlea. Concerto for
Organ and Brasses, by Norman
Lockwood. Marilyn Mason, organist, with John Ware and Nathan
Prager, trumpets; Gordon Pulis and
Lewis Haney, trombones. Quiet Design, organ solo. Marilyn Mason,
organist. Thor Johnson conducts
the performance of Lockwood's
concerto. -Engrossing music played
with fine skill and thorough-going
understanding. 33 1/ 3 rpm. Remington R-199-173.
ANTONIN DvoRAK. Symphony No. 4,
in G. Major, Op. 88. The Cincinnati Symphony Orchestra under
Thor Johnson. -An exciting performance of a wonderfully melodious symphony. 33 1/3 rpm. Remington R-199-168.
RrcHARD STRAUSS. Don Juan, Op. 20
and Till Eulenspiegels lust i g e
Streiche, Op. 28. The Concertgebouw Orchestra of Amsterdam
under Eugen Jochum. FRANZ LxszT.
Les Preludes. The Hague Philharmonic Orchestra under William
van Otterloo. - The readings are
graphic and brilliant. 33 1/3 rpm.
Columbia-Epic LC-3032.
ARNOLD SCHOENBERG. Co-ncerto for
Violin and Orchestra, Op. 36.
Louis Krasner, violinist, with the
Philharmonic-Symphony
Orchestra
of New York under Dimitri Mitropoulos. ALBAN BERG. Concerto for
Violin and Orchestra. Louis Krasner with the Cleveland Orchestra
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under Artur Rodzinski. -Schoenberg's Violin Concerto is undoubtedly the most difficult composition
ever written in this field. Berg's
work, dedicated to the memory of
Manon Gropius, daughter of the
widow of Gustav Mahler, is likewise based on the twelve-tone row.
In addition, the work from the pen
of Berg, whb was one of Schoenberg's disciples, makes use of the
Lutheran chorale Es ist genug. I
prefer Berg's concerto to Schoenberg's. 33 1/3 rpm. Columbia
ML-4857.
GIACOMO PucCINI. T urandot. Gertrude
Grob-Prandl, as Turandot; Renata
Ferrari Ongaro, as Liu; Antonio
Spruzzola Zola, as Calaf; Norman
Scott, as Timur; Marcell Rossi, as
Ping; Angelo Mercuriali, as Pang;
Mariano Caruso, as Pong; Marcello
Rossi, as the Mandarin; Angelo
Mercuriali, as the Emperor. The entire chorus and orchestra of the
Venice Opera Company (Teatro la
Fenice - Venezia) under Franco
Capuana. -A magnificent disc-presentation of what, in my opinion, is
Puccini's finest opera. The last duet
and the Finale, left unfinished at
Puccini's death, were completed by
Franco Alfani. Three 33 1/3 rpm
discs. Sung in Italian. Remington
R-199-169.
NICOLAS RIMSKY-KORSAKOPP. Capriccio Espagnol, Op. 34. Flight of the
Bumble Bee, from Tsar Sultan.
DaRce of the Tumblers, from The
Snow M aid e n. PETER ILYICH
TcHAIKOVSKY. Capriccio Italien,

Op. 45. Andante Cantabile, from
String Quartet No. 1, in D Major,
Op. 11. The Philadelphia Orchestra under Eugene Ormandy.
Sumptuous orchestral tone. Ideal
readings by one of the greatest conductors of our time. 33 1/3 rpm.
Columbia ML-4856.
LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN. Sonata No.
7, in C Minor, Op. 30, No. 2 and
Sonata No. 8, in G Major, Op. 30,
No. 3. Zino Francescatti, violinist,
and Robert Casadesus, pianist. Two great artists play great music.
33 1/3 rpm. Columbia ML-4861.
SERGEI PRoKOPIEP. Fou:r Porltraits,
from The Gambler, Op. 49. (The
General, The Grandmother, Pauline,
Alexis). DIMITRI K ABA LEv sKY.
Suite fro·m Colas Breugnon (Overture, Fete
Populaire, National
Calamity, Insurrection). The Philharmonia Orchestra of London
under Wilhelm Schuechter. -Vivid
performances of fascinating music.
33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M E3112.
VINCENT D'INDY. Suite in Olden Sytle,
for Trumpet, Two Flutes, and
Strings, Op. 24. The Guilet String
Quartet, with Harry Glantz, trumpet; Julius Baker, flute; Claude
Monteux, flute; Philip Sklar, double
bass. CAMILLE SAINT-SAENS. Septet
for Piano, Strings and Trumpet, Op.
65. The Guilet String Quartet, with
Menahem Pressler, piano; Harry
Glantz,
trumpet;
Philip
Sklar,
double bass. -Two delightful compositions played with sterling artistry. 33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M E3096.
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BENJAMIN BRITTEN. A Simple Symphony for String Orchestra (Boisterous Bourree, Playful Piaicato, Sentimental Sarabande, Frolicsome
Finale) . JoHN IRELAND. Concerto
Pastorale for String Orchestra (Eclogue, Threnody, Toccato).
The
M-G-M String Orchestra under
Izler Solomon. -Beautiful presentations of unimportant but fascinating music by contemporary British
composers. 33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M
E3074.
WoLFGANG AMADEUS MozART. Symphony No. 40, in G Minor (K. 550).
JosEPH HAYDN. Symphony No. 94,
m G Major ("Surprise"). The
NBC Symphony Orchestra under
Arturo Toscanini. -Readings revealing the greatness of the composers and the greatness of Toscanini. 33 1/3 rpm. RCA Victor
LM-1789.
RuBINSTEIN PLAYS BRAHMS. Artur
Rubinstein, pianist. -The great
master of the piano plays the following compositions from the pen
of Johannes Brahms: Intermei[.I[.O in
B Flat Minor, Op. 117, N.o 2; Capriccio in B Minor, Op. 76, No. 2;
lntermei[.I[.O in A Major, Op. 118,
No. 2; Intermeu.o in E. Minor, Op.
119, No. 2; Rhapsody in B Minor,
Op. 79, No. 1; Rhapsody in G
Minor, Op. 79, No. 2; Intermea,o
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in C Sharp Minor, Op. 117, No. 3;
Intermeu.o in C Major, Op. 119,
No. 3; Intermea.o in E Flat Minor,
Op. 118, No. 6; Rhapsody in E
Flat Major, Op. 119, No. 4. 33 1/3
rpm. RCA Victor LM-1787.
FIELDER's 25TH. The Boston "Pops"
Orchestra under Arthur Fiedler. In
observance of his twenty-fifth anniversary as conductor of the famous
Boston "Pops" Orchestra, Fiedler
presents: Pomp and Circumstance,
by Sir Edward Elgar; an orchestral
version of Tchaikovsky's setting of
Goethe's None but the Lonely Heart;
Thunder and Lightling Polka, by
Johann Strauss the Younger; Loin
du Bal, by Ernest Gillet; Entrance
of the Little Fauns, from Cydalise,
by Gabriel Pierne; Paul White's
Mosquito Dance; La Golondrina,
by a composer named Serradell;
R ad e t ![.sky March, by 7ohann
Strauss the Elder; Tchaikovsky's
Sleeping Beauty Walt{.; Dagger
Dance, from Victor Herbert's Natoma; Wien bleibt Wien, a Viennese march; an orchestral version of
Paganini's La Campanella; Fledermaus Polka, by Johann Strauss the
Younger; Lucien Caillet's orchestral
paraphrase of Happy Birthday;
Morton Gould's orchestral treatment of the Battle Hymn of the Republic. Excellent recording. 33 1/3
rpm. RCA Victor LM-1790.

THE NEW BOOKS
Unsigned revtews a1e by the Editors
General Theological Seminary in New
York City.)

RELIGION

Dogmatic theology, however, is not
what we find Professor Casserley talking about in most of his books and
lectures. His concern has been with
the kind of theology which occupies the
philosopher. Accordingly, in this his
latest book, the question to which he
addresses himself is the question
whether a "natural theology" is defensible, and by defensible he means
philosophically defensible.
To this question Casserley answers
Yes. The major thrust of his argument
is two-pronged: Affirmatively, he reviews arguments for the existence of
God and finds that, though their conclusions are probably not certain, they
certainly are probable; negatively, he
lists alternatives like positivism, dualism, pantheism, and shows that, by
comparison with his philosophical
theism, they are improbable and wanting. The book's recurrent theme is
that human reason, although it is impaired by sin and though its consummation must be deferred until the last
disclosure of divine truth, is still an
apt and effectual philosophical tool
when it is imbued with God's grace.
This principle itself is not new, but
what is new is Casserley's suggestive
and sometimes brilliant application of
it to living and controversial philosophical issues.

GRACEFUL REASON

By J. V. Langmead Casserley (Seabury, $2.75)
When it happens, as it has here in
the last few weeks, that three colleagues (a sociologist, a theologian and
a philosopher) in three adjoining offices have been reading three different
books by the same author (Morals and
Man in the Social Sciences, The Christian in Philosophy, Graceful Reason},
it is fair to conclude that the author,
Mr. Casserley, is a writer who deserves serious consideration.
Casserley, another one of those
English Christian apologists
from
whom we have learned to expect much
these days, resembles them not only
in his vocation and performance but
also in his own biographical development. He came to Christianity relatively late in life, and he came to it
out of a tradition of what he calls
"rationalism," and in passing from
the one to the other he did not repudiate but brought with him his admiration of the intellectual life, just
as Chesterton and Lewis and Joad did.
Unlike them, and possibly to his advantage, he is a clergyman and a professional theologian. (Since his arrival
in this country a year ago he has been
professor of dogmatic theology at
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One of the finest rewards we could
wish for Mr. Casserley--and with his
growing reputation he is likely to get
it--is wise and expert criticism from
those philosophers and theologians
whom he himself so freely criticizes,
and criticizes, I feel, not always accurately and with full understanding
of their positions. Surely he is promising enough to deserve replies from the
Themists,
the
existentialists,
the
students of Tillich and Luther, with
whom he seems to play just a wee bit
fast and loose. And they in turn owe
it to themselves to read him.
SENT FORTH TO PREACH

By Jesse Burton
(Harper, $2.50)

Weatherspoon

Every professor of homiletics--indeed, every pastor--surely has a book
in his mind that he would like to put
on paper showing others how to
preach. This is one from a professor
in Louisville's Southern Baptist Seminary. It's a good one, too, and worth
reading. The book is well written.
The material may well have been used
as a course in the Louisville Seminary,
probably in an advanced or graduate
course. This is also borne out by the
fact that the book incorporates the
substance of four lectures which Dr.
Weatherspoon delivered in Southwestern Baptist Theological Seminary,
Fort Worth, Texas.
The title and the subtitle describe
the book perfectly, but it may be well
to include several quotations to bear
this out. The first paragraph of the
preface reads, "We are far separated
in time from the apostolic period of
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preaching but not at all in our mission and message. We preach under
the same authority and derive our
strength from the same divine source.
The essential nature of preaching is
the same. The spirit and strategy of
the apostles offer to the preacher of
today suggestions that are invaluable
in their evangelistic and educational
tasks. They have left no handbook of
methods but something far better--a
record of consecration, insight and
courage that set a goal for all succeeding generations. No nobler chapter in the history of preaching has
been written than they wrote."
Later the author emphasizes this
idea, "If preaching is to reclaim its
power, its world-changing power, in
this age it must stand consciously in
the apostolic tradition." Much later,
"We must come back to the apostolic
preaching. There is no antithesis between the Gospels and Paul."
The chapter on "The Nature of
Preaching" is an interesting one. The
author writes, "What is the New Testament answer to the question, What
is preaching? Of course no formal
definition is given .... All of which is
to say that preaching in the practice
and speech of the New Testament is
no narrow concept." Again, "Hearing
these preachers (Paul, Peter, and
Stephen) men could not long admire
the rhetoric or the logical reasoning,
although in language and logic they
are admirable, for they always got
through to the heart and conscience
with light on man's pressing needs
and God's answer. Preaching was
above all personal."
The book contains some interesting
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and pertinent applications, for example, "The more favorable the position of the church economically and
socially the more inviting is ·the pulpit to men who interpret superficially
the conception of the ministry as a
calling, or who ignore the idea altogether. This is where we are in the
United States today." Again, "It ls not
enough to be a versatile scholar,
familiar with theologies and philosophies, to parade great men across our
pulpits, to be conversant with the
problems of modern life, psychological
and social, nor to be skillful in the
homiletical use of literature. It is not
enough that our preaching be religious, nor even theological or ecclesiological. Unless the truth of the
gospel shines through every device of
speech, every particular theme, our
perspectives, motivations and ends
are perverted and 'becoming a Christian' or 'being a good Christian' is
given a false and tragic meaning."
Yet again, "Every preacher must be
himself. He must have the sincerity
and courage to look at truth through
his own eyes, and to declare his own
insights. At the same time, if he
would be a true builder of the Church
of Christ, he must himself be in the
fellowship of the Spirit, a member of
the community of faith whose center
is Jesus Christ. It is when faith shifts
to another center and life accepts another standard, when one's individuality discounts the common and begins
to exploit itself, that the fullness of
truth is lost from preaching and the
preacher becomes a jerry-builder. In
whatever context they taught and with
whatever variety of insight and expres-

sion they spoke the apostolic expositors
left no doubt of their unity in those
matters that had to do with Jesus
Christ as the Way, the Truth and the
Life."
HowARD A. KuHNLE

AGAINST THE STREAM
By Karl Barth
brary, $3.75)

(Philosophical Li-

This is a collection of more than a
dozen of Barth's shorter post-war
writings, comprising lectures, broadcast talks, an open-letter exchange
with Emil Brunner (in which the
phrase occurs which Barth chose for
the book's title) and, in the largest
single section, a variety of documents
from his recent visit behind the Iron
Curtain to the Reformed churches in
Hungary.
In the correspondence with Brunner, where Brunner reprimands him
for pampering the "red monster" of
totalitarian Communism and for not
displaying the same prophetic courage
against it which Barth had once
shown against the "brown monster" of
Nazi totalitarianism, Barth writes a
masterful reply: Communism does not
require official repudiations by the
Church so long as there are enough
people who are still aware of its evil;
the reason for his earlier public denunciations, in the Church's name, of
Nazism was that it had actually become a spiritual temptation and had
even effectively seduced many Christians.
The long essay on "The Christian
Understanding of Revelation" neatly
defines Barth's position in a contro-
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versy which he himself did much,
originally, to foment and to raise to
prominence in contemporary Protestant theology.
The translation and the preface by
Mr. Ronald Gregor Smith, whose
name appears neither on the titlepage nor on the dust-jacket, is exceptionally good.
TEN STUDIES ON THE SACRAMENTS

By Alf
$.50)

M.

Kraabel

( Augsburg,

This is the latest in a series of tenlesson books being used each year in
the Sunday School teacher-training
program of the Evangelical Lutheran
Church. Other texts deal with subjects
such as church history, doctrine, and
evangelism. The author is pastor of
Our Saviour's Church, Minneapolis.
The first four chapters deal with
Baptism and the last six with the
Lord's Supper. This would seem to be
a fair division. The book seems to
be complete, thorough, without apparent omissions considering its scope,
and orthodox rather than speculative.
Several
quotations from
scattered
places in the book will bear out these
ideas. "The Baptism of infants does
not need to be defended. It needs to
be proclaimed and declared as the will
of God, and as an amazing revelation
of His grace and love." "God bestows
His grace upon us, not because of
what we are, but because of what He
is . ... The experience of God's grace
is more important than the understanding of His grace." "We are
asked, not to understand the Sacrament (of the Altar), not to explain it.
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We are asked to receive it and to receive the blessings it brings."
Your reviewer was especially interested in a discussion of how often
one should receive the Lord's Supper.
Fortunately, the author does not attempt to answer this question on the
basis of arithmetic, for he points out
that Christianity is a religion of
grace, not of works. I was also interested in one of the questions for
discussion, "Do you think it proper
that pastors should urge their people
in public and in private, to receive
the Sacrament?" I have been "urging" people during the past five years
in my present pastorate, although I
can see that, theoretically, it should
not be necessary to urge anyone-yet
the urging does help at least some to
see their responsibilities.
The book may be a bit heavy reading for the laity. A few illustrations or
stories might help. There are no pictures. There is no teacher's guide,
although probably one is not necessary.
HowARD A. KuHNLE
THE RIGHTEOUSNESS OF GOD:
LUTHER STUDIES

By Gordon Rupp (Philosophical Library, $7.50)
This is undoubtedly one of the best
and most authoritative books on
Luther in English, and with it Professor Rupp should go a long way toward rectifying the long prevalent ignorance, the downright and inexcusably smug stupidity, which has frequently characterized British and
American,
but
especially British,
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scholarship on the subject. Rupp is
well aware of this need, and what the
publishers mildly refer to as "a reconsideration of the character and work
of Martin Luther," he frankly spells
out in his first two chapters, "The
Luther of Myth and the Luther of
History" and "Luther in England."
Most of the material in this book
was presented originally as the Birkbeck Lectures in Ecclesiastical History
at the University of Cambridge in
194 7. In revising the lectures for publication Rupp has kept in mind the
need of his English readers, first, to
be brought up to date on recent German and Scandinavian Luther research and, second, to be appraised of
the alternative and conflicting interpretations of Luther, yet not so much
that the readers be deprived of hearing from Luther himself. The quotations are extensive and excellently
translated.
Part One comprises three essays
on "The Historians' Luther." Of the
eight essays in Part Two, entitled
"Coram Deo," the one on "The
Righteousness of God" is, I think,
especially good; it summarizes and
evaluates the many protracted and
intricate
debates
about
Luther's
theological development during the
critical formative years of 1509 to
1521 , and Rupp's own clarification of
Luther's technical vocabulary during
these years is exceedingly helpful. In
Part Three, entitled "Luther and .... ",
the two essays on "Luther and Government" and "Luther's Doctrine of
the Church" will probably appeal to
the general reader as most timely and
pertinent.

To justify the price of seven and a
half dollars, a book must be either
very big or very good. This book is
very good.
CHRIST 0 L 0 G Y OF THE LATER
FATHERS, Edited by Edward R. Hardy
(Vol. Ill), and CALVIN: THEOLOGICAL TREATISES, Edited by J.K.S. Reid
(Vol. XXII), of THE LIBRARY OF
CHRISTIAN CLASSICS

(Westminster, $5.00 each)
Volumes I, VI, XIV and XXIV in
this eventually twenty-six volume
series have already appeared and have
been reveiwcd earlier in this journal
(October, 1953, and March, 1954.)
The present two volumes, then, represent the fifth and sixth additions to
the series. Like their predecessors, they
continue to fulfill the expectation of
their publisher "to meet the need of
lay people and libraries, students and
pastors, for a single set of books containing the great literature of the
Christian heritage."
In Christology of the Later Fathers
you may follow, through first-hand
contact with the original documents
during the period of the ecumenical
councils, the exciting development of
Christian conviction and dogma concerning the issue which is central to
th e faith, Who and what is Jesus
Christ? Included among the documents are the major christological
writings of Athanasius, Gregory of
Nazianzus and Gregory of Nyssa, the
famous creeds of Nicaca, Constanti?
nople and Chalcedon, and a collection
of statements, letters, confessions, both
heretical and official, illustrating both
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By the time this series will have
been completed it will contain three
volumes of John Calvin's works. The
present Volume (XXII) of Calvin's
theological treatises is the first of these
three to appear. One look at its table
of contents will convince you that Calvin, who is usually identified with but
one great work, his Institutes of the
Christian Religion, was by no means
a man of one book or of a single
theological mood or was, for that
matter, exclusively a theologian. Here
you see him as t eacher, administer,
apologist, controversialist, social reformer, politician, moralist. I have
read, I must confess, only four of the
sixteen treatises included in this
volume, but of these four at least three
are classics, by which every reading
Christian could stand to be edified.
"The Genevan Confession," so brief
and yet so full, is powerful and thrilling. And if you want to experience
empathy with the historical ,c ircumstance of the Reformation, read Calvin's aggressive "The Necessity of Reforming the Church" and "The Best
Method of Obtaining Concord." A
Lutheran reader of Calvin finds consolation-though ambiguous and questionable consolation-in discovering
that Luther was not the only one of
the Reformers who stooped to abusive language and name-calling.

FICTION
THE ADVENTUREES OF
AUGIE MARCH

By Saul Bellow (Viking, $4.50)

1954

53

Bursting like a bombshell in the
vast middle class book market, The
Adventures of Augie March by Saul
Bellow quickly became a social conversation piece. Celebrating its selection by the Book-of-the-Month Club,
Clifton Fadiman gave it unbridled
praise, comparing its bulk and quality
to the works of the late Thomas
Wolfe. Its latest accolade, the National Book Award, was its selection as
the outstanding fiction published in

1953.
With all this to speak for it, the
book fizzled and flopped in this
readers mind. For all its ballyhoo and
excitement, readers did and have ignored it according to the Saturday
Review polls, and one suspects that a
great many more people are talking
about it than have read it. A commercial success, if it is that, need not
necessarily be a literary success. Mr.
Bellow's book goes far in proving that.
Mr. Bellow's hero, aptly desribed
by Fadiman as "an off-beat character", never evolves into the completely believable character that readers
look for. His eposodic 'adventures'
seem slightly more than second-cousin
to "The Perils of Pauline."
Perhaps Bellow set out to demonstrate the social mobility of American
society through shifting Augie swiftly from rags to riches, riches to rags.
Or perhaps he thought the unorthodox Jews needed their own Studs
Lonigan or Bigger Thomas. If they
did, they now have one. But Augie is
completely bereft of those qualities
that made them interesting and pathetique characters.
This book is a half-breed between
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what we once recognized as good
reading and a stream of consciousness
abstraction. lt may be possible to cope
with Augie intellectually, but the
broad strokes Bellow gives him plus
the even broader ones he withholds
make it more than difficult. Augie
March stands like a Picasso impression,
contrasty and violent, an appeal solely
to the emotions.
Mr. Bellow's style is not displeasing nor is it particularly pleasing.
One suspects that it is not best used
in a work more like a type 'B' movie
scenario than a novel. Even an abundance of lofty and well-turned
phrases will not elevate a sub-basement idea or theme. On the other
hand, the incomplete sentences and
snatches of thought that other recent
writers have used so effectively stand
out like sore thumbs, impotent.
To outline the action of this book
would be tedious, to describe the
characters in detail. .. distasteful. Let
it be enough to say that writing a
novel is an accomplishment, even if
the novel isn't a very good one.
G. LEIGH PENK
UNDER MILK WOOD

By Dylan Thomas (New Directions,
$3 .00)
Here is more reason, if more reason
were needed, to regret the untimely
death of Dylan Thomas. Under Milk
Wood, ten years in the writing and
completed within a month before
Thomas' death, was to have been the
first product of a new literary period
in his life. Having established himself as one of the major poetic figures

of our century, Thomas planned to
turn to a more public form of expression, particularly to large-scale
dramatic works. Our literature would
have been richer if he had been allowed to pursue the work so ably be·g un in the work at hand.
Thomas was a lyrical poet in the
true sense of the word. The musical
ear and tongue of the Welshman is
apparent in all of his verse. It is
equally apparent in this play, which
carries the appropriate subtitle. "A
Play for Voices." It demands reading
aloud.
The play takes us through the cycle
of a spring day in a small Welsh
coastal town. We eavesdrop on the
dreams of as delightful a group of
characters as one could wish to eavesdrop on. We watch them go about the
business of the day. And we leave
them at last, reluctantly, as "the thin
night darkness" and "a breeze from
the creased water sighs the streets
close under Milk waking Wood."
Originally commissioned as a radio
play by the BBC, Under Milk Wood
was given try-out performances in
New York last year and was enthusiastically received by the critics. The
theatre critic of the Saturday Review
could not have been far wrong when
he called it "probably the richest and
certainly the earthiest theatre experience of the season."
"Earthy" is an especially appropriate adjective. The people of Milk
Wood are pre-Christians, which means
something altogether different from
post-Christian. They have the innocency of those who, knowing no better,
weave no hypocritical rationalizations
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for their conduct. Polly Garter ex- · Sedan in 1870 and who return briefperiences chronic oestrus but she ly as embodied spirits for the purneither excuses it in Freudian jargon pose of playing a few pranks. Incidentally, they assist two of their
nor does she attempt to build it up
into a subtle sort of virtue. Mr. Pugh modern relatives in finding some
"puts on a soft-soaping smile" as in buried money, and they manage also
imagination, "he foxes into his chemto get better burial accommodations
for themselves. It is all mildly amusist's den and there, in a hiss of prussic circle of cauldrons and phials
ing, but hardly original.
brimful with pox and the Black D eath,
cooks up a fricassee of deadly nightCAIN
shade, nicotine, hot frog, cyanide and
By Rogier van Aerde (Regnery,
bat-spit for his needling stalactite hag
$3.75)
and bednag of a pokerbacked nutThe burden of this strange and
cracker wife"-and somehow he radimoving story is the nature of sin.
ates the authentic innocence of childThe vehicle is the story of Cain.
hood.
The story opens with man's exile,
In his lifetime, D ylan Thomas
after the Fall, from the Garden of
wrote a refusal to mourn the death
Eden. Cain, conceived during the
by fire of a child in London. Perhaps
journey away from the Garden, grows
we also, who miss him greatly, might
up at a time when each new day and
honor his memory most by refusing to
each new experience reveal to his
mourn his death at a time when he
parents some new aspect and meaning
was still on fire with poetic vision and
of the curse which, by their sin, they
feeling. An untimley death is not to
had brought upon themselves. Torn
be so much regretted as is a tragic
between an obsession to regain Paralife. He might, after all, have outdise and bitter resentment of Jelived his fire and ended his days as
hovah's curse, Cain gradually hardens
poet laureate.
in his rebellion against the God
Whom he knows to be able to destroy
BRIEF CANDLES
him but Whom he denies the moral
By Manning Coles (Doubleday,
right to punish him for his parents'
$3.00)
sin.
Manning Coles, an English author
known primarily for his fast-paced spy
stories, turns his talents to writing
what the book jacket describes as "a
delightfully different ghost story."
This one is concerned with two young
cousins, an Englishman and an
American, who were killed by the
Prussian Army after the battle of

And so Cain, the first-born of
Adam's sons, becomes also the first
murderer and the builder of the first
city. And he prospers. The city which
he builds has everything-everything.
that is, except God, Who refuses to
enter the place. And so the story becomes the story of man's tragedy, for
where God will not enter, Abbaddon
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enters. With him, the leader of the
fallen angels brings the superficial delights for which man has shown such
a consistent willingness to sell his
birthright of happiness and peace and
communion with God. Cain's city
prospers. But its inhabitants are at
war among themselves, insecure even
in the enjoyment of their accomplishments, and fearful for their very lives.

men. Tension mounts when Bancock's
stepson ignores the gossip about and
falls in love with Big Dave's daughter, Maggy. She is a talented, sensitive, and guileless girl. Because of her
unusual beauty and the evil it attracts, it is she who needs "the guard
of dragon watch."

The reader finds himself becoming
involved in this story. For Cain is
both the son of Adam and each of
us. His rebellion is all too obviously
our rebellion and his traged y is our
tragedy. M. van Aerde has quite obviously thought long and hard about
the problem of sin and he has, with
every considerable artistry, portrayed
both its surface attractiveness and the
maggotty death which writhes just below that surface. The translation,
which gives no hint of being a translation, is by I. and E. GrahamWilson.

It is unnecessarily long. The author
tried, unsuccessfully, to put too much
into one book. There are enough subplots here to furnish material for
several novels. Most of the characters arc not convincing. Some are
stereotyped, some are either all-good
or all-bad.

DRAGON WATCH

By Will H. Hays, Jr. (Doubleday,

This novel has many faults. It often

is marred by a slick Hollywood touch.
C. ;

Nevertheless, the interest of the
reader is sustained throughout the
book. The best portions are those relating to the operation of the mine
and to the blast. It is evident that the
author has an understanding of and is
in sympathy with small town life. It
is hoped that Mr. Hays will try again,
next time avoiding the gloss and the
clutter.
CARLENE BARTELT

$4.95)
Mr. Hay's first novel is the story
of a small Indiana town, half-coal
mining and half-agricultural, in the
middle of the Wabash valley. The
president of the mining company, J.
L. Bancock, is a pompous, hate ful
man who thinks oi himself as Harrisville's leading citizen. Big Dave Tennessey, who lives on the wrong side
of the tracks, manages the mine and
has the respect of the miners. The
matter of safety conditions at the
mine causes friction between the two

,.- j

THE COURTS OF MEMORY

By

Frank

R ooney.

(Vanguard,

$3.95)
To the court of memory comes a
witness, David Griffin, who in detail
relates the story of his family. It is
an account of a rather common family, the members of which try to behave uncommonly but succeed only in
allowing their weaknesses to destine
their lives. In one case the weakness
is money, in another, alcohol, in a
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third, conformity, and so on. In fact,
almost all of the characters in this
novel are forgettable. And my memory
tells me to remember only that this
is a book not significant enough to
recommend to friends. As in many
novels, this too contains some good
writing, but on the whole it isn't important enough to warrant purchase
of the book.
ANNE

LANGE

GENERAL
THE LAST CAPTAIN OF HORSE

By Werner Bergengruen (Vanguard,
$3.50)

-4

The hymns which date from the
Church's youth are full of such
evocative words as "life," "light,"
"radiance," and "fire." And in all of
the years since, genuine Christianity
has combined a profound concern with
the things of eternity with an equally
profound enjoyment of the good
things, the "warm" things of this life.
It was not genuine Christianity, but
a bastardization of the true Faith,
which produced that historically late
phenomenon of the spiritual drudge
moping his way with downcast head
and come-to-Jesus look through this
world on his way to a drab and antiseptic heaven. And if man in recent
centuries has rejected the Faith, it
may be ascribable in part, at least, to
his instinctive awareness that if the
Atonement and the Resurrection and
membership in the mystical body of
our Lord actually meant what Christians say they meant, one would find
Christians living life more fully and
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more deeply and more joyfully than,
as a matter of fact, they do.
Werner Bergengruen knows something about the real meaning of the
Christian Faith and the Christian
hope. During the dark days of Nazi
tyranny, he was one of those "Inner
Emigrants" who elected to remain in
the stronghold of the· infidel as a
guerrilla for the Faith. He wrote
"subversive" verse on such topics as
Christian morality and the brotherhood of man and circulated his writings clandestinely through Germany
and Austria. After the war, he brought
out his first novel, A Matter of Conscience. Now, in The Last Captain of
Horse, he has given us a full-length
portrait of a great and noble and
chivalrous man, a soldier and Christian who has lived on into the postChristian era, and who, we might
say, condemns that era simply by
being what he is.
The old Rittmeister was an officer
in the Imperial Russian cavalry. His
recollections go back to the years before World War I, the years which
Spengler correctly defined as the years
of the decline of the West but which
he failed to recognize as the social
and political consequences of the decline of Faith. But though Europe at
the time was living in the afterglow
of the Faith, it had not yet passed altogether into post-Christian time.
There were still those outward manifestations of Faith: serenity, courage,
hope, chivalry, delight in the good
things of this world, and much more
real freedom within the forms of
tyranny than Europe has known
since under the forms of democracy.
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All of these things the old Rittmeister knew and took for granted in
his active years. And now, retired to
the lake country of northern Italy, he
spends his days among the simple
folk of his village, at home among
them because they are a part of mankind and he is no stranger to any
part of the human family. He paints.
He fishes. He plays boccia. He eats,
and enjoys his food. He drinks, and
permits the wine to warm both his
body and his spirit. And he tells his
marvelous stories.
And at last he dies. His grave may
be found not far from the western
wall of the village cemetery. "Immediately beyond it the vineyard began; the grapes, all but ripe now,
very nearly hung down over the
graves. A wooden Greek cross of
medium height rose above the very
modest grave. On it, in Russian but
·with Roman characters, were carved
the words: 'Christ is risen'."
Without ever spelling it out in so
many words, Bergengruen has told us
what cancer has eaten Europe's heart
away.

•

are sentimental and insignificant, giving rather a choppy effect to the
whole book. Only towards the end of
the book does she make any statement about Communism as such.
Although Ileana would like to
speak as an authority on Communism,
she a dmits she had no real or direct
contact with it outside of official
channels she had to use to obtain supplies; her theories on Communism are
shallow and over-simplified belying
any real understanding. The writer
fails to make a distinction between her
hatred of a nationality (the Russians) and a political theory (Communism). Romanians have always hated
Russians whether they were nomads,
Czarists, Marxists, or S t a 1 i n i s t s.
Ileana's flight from Romania seems
not nearly as dramatic as the one in
Uncle Tom's Cabin, and I fear the
Princess is capitalizing on her experience with Communism more than the
adventure warrants. ~ am also human
enough (as in my review of I Live
Again) to comment on Ileana's failure
to speak more of the husband who
after all fathered her six children.
ANNE

LANOE

HOSPITAL OF THE QUEEN'S HEART

By Ileana, Princess
(Rinehart, $3.50)

of

Romania

In her previous book, I Live Again,
Ileana referred often to the small hospital she had established in the Carpathian Mountains after Romania
had been taken over by the Russian
Communists. This later volume is the
detailed story of that hospital with
all of Ileana's memories of people connected with it. Many of her accounts

MARGARET: THE STORY OF A
MODERN PRINCESS

By Marion
Hall, $2.95)

Crawford

(Prentice-

One of the not inconsiderable
crosses that a "modern princess" must
bear is the retired governess. In the
old days, Nanny was a big-hearted illiterate who, upon reaching retirement age, would settle down in a
snug little "grace and favor" cottage
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and perfect her needlepoint. The
modern Nanny stops by a publisher on
the way and contracts to spill everything she saw or heard during the
years of her incumbency and the
product is a mishmash of back-fence
chatter which must be as embarrassing
to Her Royal Highness as it is to the
reader.

....
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Princess Margaret has had most of
the experiences of a well-bred English
girl of good family. She has also inherited a considerable amount of the
intelligence which the royal family
has a way of introducing into the
bloodstream through marriage.
She
has, finally, a high sense of duty to
her family and to her country.
"Crawfie" manages to hint at all of
these things but the bulk of her story
is pure trivia much more suitable for
tea-table gossip than for 190 pages of
print.

STAY ON, STRANGER!
By Williams S. Dutton (Farrar,
Straus and Young, $1.7 5)

-~

.-,

The factual narrative of leadership
displayed by one woman, Alice Lloyd,
makes this book a challenge to the
reader. In the words of its subtitle,
here is "an extraordinary story of the
K entucky
Mountains,"
namely
a
practical illustration of the changes
for the better that backwoods American communities &re experiencing today as education penetrates such
regions despite numerous difficulties.
In brief, we here can see Knott
County in eastern Kentucky being
transformed from its generations of
isolation to become the home of
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Caney Junior College, whose alumni
are its living seed.
Part of this material was printed in
the R eader's Digest where the frontier
theme aroused wid espread discussionactually the best thing that could
happen for the a uthor's purpose of
calling the word's attention to this
unique venture of faith. Mr. Dutton
says he became interested in the little
village of Pippapass (an echo of
Robert Browning's poem) when he
discovered that one of the DuPonts
was sending money there as a charity
for this interesting project.
Thus a school in the hills, found ed
in 1916 by Alice Lloyd (who still solicits aid for and controls the destiny
of this unusual enterprise), is the
center of a genuine story of consecration to a noble cause. If you would
see the growing fruits of a vision, read
the complete story itself; the book is
only 79 pages long. One caution
should be voiced, however. The
author's style is overlaid with almost
vocal flourishes that seem like highpressure salesmanship. But even that
handicap cannot spoil so significant a
theme.
HERBERT

H.

UMBACH

BEN JOHNSON OF WESTMINST ER
(Dutton,
By Marchette Chute
$5.00)
In this engaging biography M archette Chute not only brings to life
an important literary figure but also
reconstructs the colorful age in which
he lived. Ben Jonson, the bricklayer
who rose to the position of a court
poet and an associate of royalty, is
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here portrayed as a man of astonishing character, superb energy, and
most varied attainments.
Miss Chute gives a circumstantial
account of Jonson's long and violent
crusade to reform the Elizabethan
stage by bringing the classic spirit
into English drama. She shows real
critical insight in her evaluation of
Jonson's unsuccessful formal tragedies
and his delightful satiric comedies,
notably Volpone and The Alchemist.
Although little is known about his
pr;vate life, Ben Jonson the man is
here delineated with incomparable
verve and wit. For a man with Jonson's gusto life could never have been
dull. Early in his career the Privy
Council clapped him into the Marshalsea Prison for his part in writing
The Isle of Dogs, a play containing
some "very seditious and slanderous
matter." About the time Every Man
in His Humour was being successfully
presented, Jonson engaged in a duel
with a fellow actor named Spencer.
Although Spencer was a younger man
than Jonson and had a rapier ten
inches longer, Jonson managed to run
in under Spencer's guard and drive
his rapier into his adversary's side;
Spencer
died
instantly.
Jonson's
crime was murder, and the usual
punishment for this was death. By
pleading "benefit of clergy," Jonson
escaped the death penalty but was
branded as a felon, the letter T being
stamped with a hot iron on the base
of the left thumb. ·
Although arrogant, conceited, and
apparently contentious, Jonson could
nevertheless be warm and generous.
His conviviality was especially re-

markable. Miss Chute portrays the
mature Jonson as a talented and experienced drinker. As Jonson himself
cheerfully admitted, he was "fat and
old, laden with belly." When he sat
for his portrait, he told the painter r
that his shape was now "one great
blot." In his later years half the
young writers of London clustered
about him to receive mental stimulation and new visions of art. Jonson
was the acknowledged lord of the
Apollo Club, where he forgathered -+
with his disciples, the Tribe of Ben.
Particularly interesting are Miss
Chute's many comments on Jonson's
the
illustrious
contemporaries. As
cavalcade moves on, the reader catches
vivid glimpses of such notables as
Thomas Dekker, whom Jonson characterized as a mere "dresser of plays
about the town"; John Marston, who
enjoyed composing "sharp mustard
rhyme/ To purge the snottery of our
slimy time"; Robert Cotton, whose
marvelous library ultimately formed
the basis of the British Museum;
Inigo Jones, that incomparable stage
designer who collaborated with Jonson on thirteen masques and who
quarreled with him almost constantly,
denouncing Jonson as "the best of
poets but the worst of men"; King
James I, who was as "pleasant and
fellow-like" with his servants as with
the highest nobility; John Donne,
whose work Jonson genuinely admired but whose obscurity and metrical experiments he deplored; and
"gentle Shakespeare," whose natural
courtesy of mind was so remarkable
that Jonson never managed to pick a
quarrel with him.
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One of the most valuable features
of Miss Chute's book is its masterful
re-creation of London life in Jacobean
times-the craze for easy money, the
gambling, the bribery, the selling of
influence and protection, the system of
literary patronage, the lavish pageantry and the political intrigues of King
James's dissolute court.
Miss Chute, whose Shakespeare of
London and Geoffrey Chaucer of
England received wide acclaim some
~- years ago, is known for her vigorous,
felicitous prose. With her graceful,
forthright style she combines careful
scholarship and a breadth of culture
that make her books not only entertaining but also highly informative.
As Margaret Webster said of her in
the New York Herald Tribune, "She
sticks to the facts without ever being
dull about it."
ERHARDT H. EssiG
LETTERS TO MY DAUGHTER

By Dagobert D. Runes (Philosophi-cal Library, $2.50)
This is a group of moral essays directed both in name and intellectual
level to a young person. Mr. Runes
deplores in rather scathing terms the
variety, quantity and quality of
modern books and their authors. Yet
his own book is marred by a Jack of
that serenity of wisdom to which he
claims he himself is devoted. Again
and again the topic of racial and religious discrimination recurs despite
the nominal subject of an essay. His
views in this respect are rather repe_, titious and not enlightening, even, I
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suspect to a teen-ager. He claims to
wish for each man only that he worship his favorite diety in spirit and
not merely in letter. Yet he speaks of
converted Jews as traitors, hypocrites
and opportunists professing a faith
only in order to escape discrimination.
Perhaps a Christian love and forgiveness would be of more aid to Mr.
Runes than he thinks.
Despite this objection, this is an
interesting little book-presenting as
it does the depth and limit of Jewish
thought.
SuE WIENHORST

EIGHT WEEKS TO LIVE

By Jhan and June Robbins (Doubleday, $1.00)
Senator Robert A. Taft faced death
as he had lived, with courage, with a
profound sense of duty, and with an
astonishing level-headedness. E i g h t
Weeks to Live is the story of Senator
Taft's last, and perhaps finest, battle
-a battle which, like so many in his
life, ended in defeat but defeat with
honor.
The story appeared originally in
This Week magazine and was reprinted in Reader's Digest. Many of
Senator Taft's admirers have undoubtedly already read the story.
They will nevertheless be grateful to
have it in more permanent form. A
picture of the Senator and an appreciation by President Eisenhower make
the book a worthy memorial to one of
the few men in our generation who
have earned the respect even of those
who disagreed with him on policy.

A Minority
Report
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ By

V I CT0 R

The Reckless Cad

of the hours Schine et al had
spent at the night spots. In the
course of all this, the evidence
began to show that McCarthy
and his colleagues had been
none too anxious to turn over
the names of supposed Communists to the proper authorities.
Without any cause except to
badger Mr. Welch and to divert
attention from embarrassing testimony, the junior Senator from
·w isconsin, used one of his ten
minute periods, dramatically I
will admit, to make some accusations against a young man who
wam't there.
The young man whom he precipitated into the public eye in
one of the grossest acts of slander I have ever seen was one Fred
Fisher, a member of the same
law firm as Mr. Welch.
McCarthy charged that Mr.
Fisher was a man with Commu- 1-

On June 9, 1954, at about
three o'clock in the afternoon, I
witnessed via television one of
the most degrading spectacles
ever put on by a public servant.
Where else but at the ArmyMcCarthy hearings which had
begun to drag on and on.
Mr. Welch, special counsel for
the Army, was examining Mr.
Cohn, counsel fer Senator McCarthy. He had involved Mr.
Cohn in some rather embarrassing predicaments. It seems that
only two and one half pages of
notes represented the work of
G. David Schine, the private in
the case, for all the passes McCarthy or members of his group
had gotten for Schine for purposes of committee work. In addition, Mr. Welch had begun to
show that there was limited time
for work on these leaves in view

F.
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nist proclivities, had "a Com- dation had been included in the
munist front record," because he chairman's records and, he add· had once belonged to the Nation- ed, he had all the records.
al Lawyers Guild which, the
Mr. Welch, losing the customSenator claimed, is a Communist ary friendly twinkles in his big
front organization. He tried to and gentle eyes, answered the
marshall proof for his charge by Senator, some six feet away, in
sneering that this organization calm, cold, and emotional anger.
had been listed as a front organi- He pointed out, first of all, by
zation by certain people such as wt~y of explanation that he had
the attorney-general. He did not selected Mr. Sinclair, another
~ - specify which attorney-general.
Army lawyer, to aid him as soon
A t t o r n e y-General Herbert as he himself had consented to
Brownell said that the organiza- serve. He asked Mr. Sinclair in
tion was not on his list. The or- turn to ask another member of
ganization is presently fighting the firm to aid in the project.
--' such a listing in the courts. · On J\fr. Sinclair chose Mr. Fisher.
:>
such a moot point, Mr. McAfter the first preliminary
Carthy made his inhumane at- contacts had been made on the
tack.
case, continued Welch, he took
What's more, Mr. Fisher no Sinclair and Fisher out to dinlonger belongs to this organiza- ner. During the course of the
tion which he had joined at the dinner, Welch asked both young
Harvard School of Law. He is, men to reveal anything in their
furthermore, a prominent leader backgrounds which might prove
embarrassing during the hear~ of the Young Republican League
of Massachusetts. Subversive? ings. At this time, Fisher reNow I do tell.
vealed his former membership in
McCarthy charged, moreover, the Guild.
Thereupon, Mr.
that this young man had been Welch asked Fisher to drop out
of the hearings. He was not
~ recommended to the subcommittee for this special hearing as a recommended.
counsel for the Army to assist
This is about as honest as
people can get.
'Velch and Sinclair.
Senator Karl Mundt, the chairAfter Mr. Welch had finished
man of the hearing, was quick, t h i s explanation, he coolly
charged the Senator from Wis-< with a quickness unusual for
him in these proceedings, to in- consin with words that ran nearterject that no such recommen- ly like this: "Little did I dream
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that you could be so reckless and
so cruel as to do an in jury to
that lad. If it were in my power
to forgive you for your reckless
cruelty, I would do so. I like to
think I am a gentleman. But
your forgiveness will have to
come from someone other than
me." At another point, he had
said: "Until this moment, senator, I think I never gauged your
cruelty or your recklessness."
As he then continued to say
that he would not question the
present witness any longer and
as he asked the chair to call the
next witness, the audience applauded Mr. Welch. Mr. McCarthy's acid had blown back
into his face.
By an obvious nod of his head
to Welch, Roy Cohn acknowledged his disapproval. Welch
nodded a whispered "thank
you" to Mr. Cohn.
Only God's grace and mercy
gives one dimensions of forgiveness broad and deep enough to
include one whose soul is so
dead.

Does He Ever Apologize?
The incident related above is
old hat for McCarthy. Early in
1950 and like an inhumane bull
in a china shop, he pulled a
similar trick. At that time he

J

commented rashly and incorrectly that he knew of eighty-one seI
curity cases in the State Department.
Nothing ever really happened
to corroborate the contentions of -...
the Senator. Most people simply '""
forgot the incident, little realizing that eighty-one people had
]
been hurt.
+But one of those eighty-one decided to do something about it, - ~
decided to make an issue out of
it.
For four long years and with
the expenditure of much money,
he fought these false charges.
But his time and money have
paid off. His name has been
cleared.
The name of this courageous
man is Val Rogin Lorwinstudent, scholar, and an active
participant in the field of industrial relations and as fine a
man as you'll ever meet.
At most Lorwin had been a
member of the Socialist Party
which he left in 1938. He apparently has a record of antiCommunist activity.
After all this time and money
had been expended and after no -=evidence had been brought in,
Judge Edward M. Curran of a
federal court in Washington,
D . C., was forced to dismiss Lorwin's case. A t torn e y-General
Herb Brownell was forced to fire
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the prosecutor for improper indictments.
The newspapers I read regularly, The Chicago Daily News
and The Chicago Sun-Times, reported fully on the vindication
of Val Lorwin. McCarthy? He
started this business. I've read no
account from and about him
with reference to apologies. At
any rate, he made no public
apologies to Lorwin.
Breathes there a man with
soul so dead.
Realizing the little I have
done to combat this menace of
McCarthyism, I'd like to salute
one who has done much, Val
Rogin Lorwin.
~

McCarthy Above the Law
During the hearings, the
members of the sub-committee
learned that McCarthy had received a document from the FBI
which he erroneously had purported to be a letter.
Worse than that, however, the
document had been "filched"
from the FBI files and had
secretly been handed to the Wisconsin Senator.
The actions of both the
"filcher" and the Senator are
contrary to administrative procedure and to executive directive. The superiors of the "fil-
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cher" are not in the legislative
department of government.
Senator McCarthy actually admitted that both of the participants to this act had participated
in illegal action, had acted contrary to the intent of the constitutional separation of powers
and to the concomitant checks
and balances.
Senator John McClellan, the
Senator from Arkansas, drove
solidly to the point: "I do not
believe that you can receive information that is obtained by
criminal means and hold it in
your possession without the
probability of you, too, being
guilty of crime."
To all this, McCarthy replied
in one of the most arrogant
statements of the year: "I will
not under any circumstances reveal the source of any information .... People who give me information from within the Government know that their confidence will not be violated. It
will not be violated today." In
addition, he asked the millions
of federal employees to keep on
"filching" the files and to channel the top secret material to
him.
At the same time, he yells
about a presidential directive as
some sort of silent conspiracy.
This, I plead, is a flagrant
violation and a s y s t e m a t i c
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"thumbing of the nose" at our
constitutional arrangements.
McCarthy does not seem to
care much for constitutional arrangements when such lack of
respect suits his purposes.
Like any revolutionary, McCarthy appealed to a loyalty
above the Constitution and due
process. As such, he was operating above the law.
No executive department and
no administrative agency can
operate when "willy-nilly" its
subordinates can step out of the
formal line of command to give
top classified documents to a
senator or representative in another compartment of the tripartite division of powers.
This is equivalent to administrative anarchy.
Unconstitutional. Revolutionary. Anarchistic. These are adjectives that might describe McCarthy when the dust and name-

,.
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calling have s e t t l e d
into
oblivion.
Tom Jefferson, Sam Adams,
,.
Washington, Madison, and all of
our American patriarchs were .,.. I
being extra-legal and/ or illegal
in appealing to a "something"
above the English constitutional
I
arrangement. If they had lost the
war, they might have been convicted for treason.
All the talking about our ...
American heritage will not dim
this fact.
When McCarthy makes noises
about an appeal to a "something" above the Constitution, he
is putting his neck into the
groove. If he loses the battle, the
knife will fall.
If he wins, he will have subverted the time-tried separation
of powers.
I wonder who's being subversive. McCarthy will be caught
on his own hooks.

***** **
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THE MOTION PICTURE
By

ANNE HANSEN

In recent years science-fiction
tales, science-fiction comic books,
and science-fiction films have acquired widespread popularity.
This, I suppose, is not a surpris1 · ing development in a decade
marked by revolutionary achievements in the field of science.
I have read only a few of the
science-fiction tales, and, since I
have a strong aversion to comic
books of any kind, I have shunned the science-fiction comic
books. But I have seen a number
of the spectacular science-fiction
motion-picture releases, and in
each case I have been disappointed.
At best these pseudo-scientific
films were only mildly entertaining. They were interesting-when
they weTe interesting-largely because of ingenious settings, arresting sound effects, and trick
photography. Without exception
._ they featured the grotesque, the
abnormal, or the supernatural.
They were clearly designed to
create fear, horror, and apprehension.
Whenever I have been present

at the showing of one of these
films, I have seen and heard the
effect they have on some children. Why, I wonder, would
anyone take a child to see such
pictures as Creature from the
Blach Lagoon (Universal-International 3-D, Jack Arnold) or
Killers from Space (RKO-Radio)
or Riders to the Stars (United
Artists, Richard Carlson) or
Donovan's Brain (United Artists, Felix Feist)?
Another recent science-fiction
release falls into a slightly different category. The Rocket Man
(20th Century-Fox, Oscar Rudolph) has large portions of fantasy and whimsy woven into the
story of a little boy who received
a rocket gun from two space
men and then promptly disrupted the life of a small American
town. The able cast includes
Charles Coburn, Spring Byington, and George (Foghorn) Winslow, a trio of expert exponents
of fantasy and whimsy. Those
who live in one of the eighty
specially selected c1t1es may
want to avail themselves of the
67
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opportunity to travel into space
in the shining, silver-colored
fifty-foot rocket space ship which
is exhibited in conjunction with
publicity for The Rocket Man.
This is a fascinating experience
for those who are twelve years
old or under and for adults who
have retained-or can recapture
-some measure of the wonder
and the enchantment of youth.
Making the rounds of movie
theaters-which can be, and
often is, a dull chore-has been
richly rewarding in recent weeks.
Not, I hasten to say, because all
the films I have seen have been
noteworthy for fine acting or
outstanding screen scripts but
almost wholly because of the
magnificent natural settings m
which they were photographed
or because some of the world's
great musiC was superbly presented by famous artists.
Let us turn first to River of
No Return (20th Century-Fox,
Otto Preminger). Here we have
a vapid routine plot obviously
designed only to display Marilyn
Monroe's blatantly exploited
physical charms-with complete
disregard for good taste and
genuine artistic values. Young
Tommy Rettig is satisfactory as
the boy; but the acting of Miss
Monroe, Robert Mitchum, and
Rory Calhoun is undistinguished.
We are expected to believe that

the dialougue is "adult," a term
customarily applied to lines
which just manage to get by the
censors. When I saw River of No
Return, the audience was sent
into the proverbial "stitches"
when one of the male spectators
not only went to sleep but actually snored loudly through
much of the picture-something
which is not supposed to happen
when Miss Monroe is on the
screen.
Since River of No Return was
filmed in CinemaScope and
technicolor m the Canadian
Banff country and in Jasper National Park, the awe-inspiring
beauty of the scenery cannot be
captured in words.
The grandeur and the rna jesty
of the Canadian Rockies and the
California High Sierras-filmed
in CinemaScope and Eastman
Color-form the breath-taking
back d r o p for Rose Marie
(M-G-M, Mervyn LeRoy). Ann
Blyth, Howard Keel, and Fernando Lamas are the principals
in this lacklustre presentation
of Rudolf Friml's perennially
popular musical comedy.
Dangerous ..Mission (R K 0- ,;..
Radio, Louis King) takes us on
a tour of our own Glacier National Park. Once again the
natural settings are truly magnificent. The obviously phony
settings used in several sequences (.. .
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are unconvincing and suffer by
comparison with the real thing.
The picture opens on a note of
... realism but quickly deteriorates
into just another whodunit.
Rhapsody (M-G-M, Charles
Vidor), based on the novel
Maurice Guest, by Hanry Handel Richardson, is noteworthy
both for superb natural settings
and for glorious music. Filmed
of in technicolor in Paris, the Riviera, and St. Moritz, Rhapsody
stars Elizabeth Taylor, with Vittorio Gassman, John Ericson,
and Louis Calhern in leading
....
supporting roles. Although I saw
~
only slight improvement in Miss
Taylor's acting ability, Mr.
Gassman and Mr. Ericson merit
wholehearted commendation for
the convincing manner in which
they portray the aspiring young
musicians. It is not easy to acquire the facility to fake the
performance of a well-known
composition. This requires long
hours of practice and instruction.
Michael Rabin, who at eighteen has already made his mark
in the world of music, is heard
in the violin compositions ostensibly performed by Mr. Gassman. I heard Michael in concert
recently. He is not only brilliantly gifted but modest, friendly,
and intensely sincere in his ap41111 proach to music. Claudio Arrau,

.

1954

69

one of the great pianists of our
day, doubles for Mr. Ericson on
the soundtrack.
In Rhapsody the music-not
the play-is the thing. The reverse is true in Executive Suite
(M-G-M, Robert Wise), a fine
film adapted from Cameron
Hawley's popular novel. Here
the play is all-important. The
soundtrack picks up only the
dialogue and street noises. Socalled background music is entirely absent. I must say that to
ears which have become accustomed to background music as
an integral part of a film production it is conspicuous by its
absence in Executive Suite. In no
sense of the word, however, can
one say that its absence detracts
from the effectiveness of the
play.
An outstanding cast was assembled for Executive Suite.
Each of the players seems ideally
suited to the role portrayed. Fredric March is superb as the ambitious, coldly efficient aspirant
for high office. William Holden
is appealing as his equally ambitious but warmly human
young counterpart. Other leading parts are ably played by
Walter Pidgeon, Paul Douglas,
Dean Jagger, and Louis Calhem, with Barbara Stanwyck,
June Allyson, Shelley Winters,
and Nina Foch appearing with
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equal success in important feminine roles. Executive Suite offers
a refreshing departure from the
stereotyped Hollywood film pattern. It has admirable balance,
the pace is swift and logical, and
it presents a fascinating study of
widely differing characters.
Now for brief reviews of other
recent releases.
The Miami Story (Columbia)
was inspired by the recent expose of criminal activities in the
fashionable Florida resort city.
Barry Sullivan stars as the exthief-set-to-catch-a-thief. In spite
of the producer's apparent intention to make this a factual
case history, The Miami Story
is, in many ways, just another
rehash of the familiar racketeer
and gangster melodrama.
Van Hefflin is the dashing
hero in The Siege at Red River
(20th Century-Fox), an action-

..

packed film set in the turbulent
years of the War Between the
States.
Rails into Laramie (UniversalInternational) brings us John
Payne as the stalwart soldier
whose job it is to bring law and
order to the lawless western
frontier.
Bob Hope is back in Casanova's Big Night (Paramount).
Somehow, in spite of the hair- ._..
breadth escapes, the mad and
merry pranks, and the familiar
Hope antics, this falls a bit flat.
For those who enjoy mystery ~
films we have Make Haste to
Live (Republic) and Personal toAffair (United Artists). Fairly
routine and full of violence.
Doris Day is the sparkling star
in Lucky Me (Warners), a lavish
technicolor musical production
in CinemaScope.

..

Probable Reply
. To an Improbable Letter
Much have I travelled in the realms of gold,
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;
Round many western islands had I been
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.
Oft of one wide expanse have I been told
That deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne;
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims into his ken;
Or like stour Cortez when with eagle eyes
He stared at the Pacific-and all his men
Looked at each other with a wild surmise--Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

• •

JoHN KEATS

1 November, 1816
Dear Keats:
If I may interrupt your travelling for just a moment, will you
please answer me just one question? Now that you have your apothecary's license, are you or are you not going to settle down and make
• something of yourself in medicine?
Now with respect to this latest latter of yours (written, presumably, during time which might more profitably have been spent in
preparing your work for the next day). I understand from my friend,
the Headmaster, that Chapman is actually pretty second-rate and
that much better modern translations of Homer are available. Of
course (he says) it would be much better to read the original Greek
(as you could if you would apply yourself to your academic work).
Furthermore, you might apply yourself a little more closely to
your study of history. Any grammar school text would suffice to
inform you that it was Balboa, not Cortez, who discovered the Pacific
Ocean.
Abbey
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their own far-off day. Needless to
Following our traditional practise,
say, their hopes were vain.
we shall take a vacation next month.
It might seem, then, that a magaThe next issue of the CRESSET
zine such as the CRESSET has no
will, therefore, be the September
real purpose, no reason for being. But
issue.
that is not necessarily true. What each
We find that this month off is algeneration needs more than anything
most a necessity for the staff of a
magazine which attempts to evaluate
else is to hear the magnificent truisms
re-stated so that the
the arts, 1 e t t e r s,
and current affairs.
truisms become, for
them, re-discovered
Broad as t h e s e
truths. After all of
a r e a s of interest
these centuries,
may seem to be,
there are still valid · ~
what chiefly imreasons for re-statpresses one after he
ing such ancient
has watched them
truths as, for exclosely over a conample, the Ten
siderable period of
Commandments. Are
time 1s the basic
the y new? Of
sameness that uncourse not. Are
derlies the surface
they unknown to
variety of m a n ' s
our generation? No.
thinking and beAnd yet they have
havior. S e v e r a 1
something unique to
weeks ago, in an
say to our generaold copy of Punch,
PROBLEMS
tion which derives
we came across a
from the very fact
depoem
which
CONTRIBUTORS
that our generation
scribed the sort of
FINAL NOTES
itself, like the indi- •
conversations which
vidual m e n and
GRESSET writers
and readers might
women who comcarry on, conversaprise it, has a certions about letters and modern art
tain uniqueness. Our task, then, is not
and the latest political developments.
to strive for an originality which, in
The setting of the conversation, in
the very nature of things, we could
not hope to achieve, but rather to ,.
the poem, was a library decorated with
busts of ancient Greek and Roman
measure ourselves, our actions, and
thinkers and writers. And the poet
our times by the yardstick of Truth
pictured these busts listening eagerly,
long-known and usually ignored.
hoping that somewhere along the line
The editors wish each and every
in the conversation they would hear
one of our readers a pleasant and resomething in the way of a new idea
freshing summer, ar.d a new appreciathat had not been bandied about in
tion of the earth, th e sky and the sea.
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